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From the Driving Force: 

The magic of 
Panasonic Ambience. 

Touch a button 
and the music 
surrounds you. 

With the push of one button, conventional car stereo ceases to be. 
In its place is music that seems to wrap itself around you. To 
virtually surround you. That's the remarkable 
phenomenon of Panasonic Ambience. Only i 
in the. Panasonic Supreme Series. And 
there's more. 

FM Optimizer improves fringe area 

interference caused by passing traffic. 
And the adaptive front end reduces FM drift 
and fade. 

Radio Monitor lets you put the cassette 
you're playing "on hold" so you can listen to the radio. Without 
having to eject the cassette. There's locking fast forward/rewind. 
And the list of features goes on and on. 

And nothing enhances the sound of Panasonic Ambience like 
Panasonic high-performance car speakers. 

Experience the magic of Ambience. Let it surround you. 
Only from Panasonic. 

Panasonic, car audio 
The driving force 
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Sean KcHy 

u«ur«tc'<>*.• 
Clcnn Ekhter 

Kevin Curran 
Peter Galtney 
rred Gra»er 

/Wlir <•< At lKUW 
Carol Epttebi 

<u>wy«ur.v f O * J I 
John RciMlf I 
Tod Carrol 
id.J.. i Director 
T. I. CncUndoi 
Lee Frank 
It lite IV lor 
Al Jean 

Mitchell Krionman 
Warren I i ..;!.! 
Ted Mann 
BrllMowiey 
M . < : . « I i<( i» 
Charlie R-lw. 
Dave Yn/o Spcctor 
Ed SubrUky 
Gerald Su»rrum 
n . . . . I , . , i 
John v.-i-,dinar. 
Elk* Weiner 

In i . 'I..-
Michael Cioiimm 

Maria mi* Qaltney 

AiuwX */;>»•>'•*> 
Michael O. Oclovanle 
Timothy McCarthy 

Aj I A.UUaVtf 
Tracer I .Ok*. 

Cenrr<«nnjt 4rrnH 
Ron Barrett 
M. K. Brown 
John Cal.l».ll 
Druce Cochran 
Shar y Flcnniken 
Rick Geary 
tWI Griltith 
Sam Groat 
Ron Haute 
Robert Mankoll 
MarkMerok 
Rick Moyorowlti 
-.'.... Pond 
Deb Rakita 
Charles RodriRue% 
Phdip Scheuer 
Frank Springer 
Mick Sle.em 
n K. Taylor 
P. C. Voy 

Seeru Harris Parker 

nwoucroe O-KKt 
Umm» Rimo 
/Vni CeuvAnaTUr Oftitr Maun* 
Barbara SahaUno 

ISftlakia iy M Coearunrar«M w 
a * i *w lke i ol Htfcnai lar^ioon W 

Malty Simmon, Julian L. W t t m 

C h M H e JternTftel BaNtHe1 

Leonard Moxel 

fanor Vrr <Vt«rnl 
George S. Agoglla 

Kcr AruOrnl AMvlnaw ( a n 
Src n» liar r •-. Parker 

<l*t fituamt iUMican ml toatxrS-1 
Howard Jurolsky 

Drbra A. Bruno 

CONTENT 
6 Letters from the Editors 

8 Informer 
Kdiicd by hod Graver 

18 Off the Subject 
By Sean Kelly 

2 2 True Section 
Edited by |ohn Bendcl 

3 0 Diane Lane's All-Star Cruise to Hell 
By Kevin Curran and Peter Gaffney 
Illustrated by I.on Beach 

3 4 At the Summer Movie Sneak Previews 
By Glen A. Meek 
Illustrated by Steve Brodncr 

3 9 Prom Glider International 
BY Kevin Curran and Peter Galfney 
Illustrated by Dan Kirk 

4 3 Weather Vane Theater Presents 
Cumulus and Remus 
By Mat Jacobs 
Photographed by Robert Lewis 

4 4 Hey, I'm a Normal Guy, B u t . . . 
By Kevin Curran and Peter Galfney 
Illustrated by Steven Guarnaccia 

4 9 The New York Times Magazine Parody 
Written by: lohn Bendel. Joseph Kil lorin Brennan. Glenn 
Eichler, Lee Prank. Lynn Gellcr, Pred Graver. Ron llauge. 
Scan Kelly. Charlie Rubin, Cary Sachs. Ellis Weiner 
Photographed and illustrated bv: Michael Pi Biasc. John 
Parley. PPG, Lee Prank/|MD. Ronald G. Harris. Mark Marck. 
Philip Scheuer. Sygma. Bernard Vidal. Michael Watson 

6 8 First Strike: A Living Dream 
By Lindsay McKcan 
Illustrated by Charles Burns 

7 2 But Seriously, Folks 
Farewell, My Dignity 
By Warren I .eight 
Illustrated by Mark Ma/.ut 

77 The Hymie Towner 

Illustrated by Ron llauge 

8 1 Funny Pages 

9 0 NatLamp Contest # 3 3 
By Kevin Curran and Peter Galfney 
Cover 
By Michael Raab 

VOL. 2. NO. 71 N A T I O N A L A L A M P O O N JUNE 1984 

Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



Editorial 

F
INALLY. NOW. AT LONG LAST. T i l t WAITING IS OVER. TOR THE PIRST 
time anywhere. 

This is the first issue of our new. upgraded, high-gloss 
National Lampoon, the kind of publication that makes as bold 
a statement with its splashy two-page Table of Contents as it 
does in its deposition oefore the Audit Bureau of Circulation. 

The kind of publication that's as generous in its headline type sizes as 
it is stingy with its expense accounts. 

Not all about the "new" Nat Lamp is tinsel and bleed-through, how
ever. There arc a couple of new departments we're kind of proud of, 
including "First Strike." in which we introduce new chuckle-mongers 
to the world, and "But Seriously, Folks .. ."in which seasoned chuckle-
mongers reveal all about their sordid lives. The beautiful Lindsay 
McKean and the victimized Warren Leight kick 'cm off. 

Anyway, we really, really—no, I'm serious, really, we mean it—hope 
you enjoy our new look. It's really, really important to us that new 
readers, attracted initially by our splashy graphic package, mistake us 
for a service magazine and take us home. We take pride in our work 
here, goddamnit. Leave me alone. I'm tired. —C.E. 

49 * \ ? 
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Employee 
of the Month 

Carol Epstein: The 
employee of the 
month for |unc is 
editorial associate 
C a r o l E p s t e i n . 
Plucky, cheerful, an 
ever resourceful 

gal-on-the-go. Carol is always ready 
lo dole out petty cash from the shoe 
box. and pretend no editorhas been 
in the count ry for the last six 
months. 

Carol earned the coveted plaque 
and half-price luncheon certificate 
(good at any midtown Beefsteak 
Charlie's) for her quick thinking 
upon the unexpected arrival of con
tributor Mike Ferris. "The editors 
are all out to lunch now." said Carol. 
"But when they come back they'll 
all go into the prop closet." she 
added, shooing him inside. I le was 
discovered three hours later by 
Curran and Gaffney. who remem
bered just in lime that he was a good 
friend of theirs from college. "But 
you did do the right thing. Carol." 
said Curran. "Yeah, it was an edu
cational experience for the guy." 
added Gaffney. "He thinks he can 
use sonar like a bat now, And he 
found a hat." —K.PC. and P.C.G. 
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LEnERS 
Sirs: 

My husband has been into this East
ern meditation stuff for two years, and 
now he claims to have reached enlight
enment. Frankly. I'm tired of paying 
extra to have his saffron robe creased 
along the time-space continuum. As far 
as the enlightenment business goes. 
I've been watching him closely and I've 
yet to see his jowl tense up. or his chest 
plate blush, or his nipples get erect. If 
you ask me. he's faking it, just like I've 
been doing for fifteen years now. 

Mrs. Karl Phillips 
El Cerrito, Calif. 

Sirs: 
Is it just me. or does the guy who 

wears the goalie's mask in all the ax-
murdcrer movies look like Billy Smith 
of the Islanders? 

Wayne Gret/.ky 
Edmonton, Canada 

Sirs: 
We're confident that if only Alan had 

the right format, he'd be dynamite. He's 
a very talented guy—writes, warbles. 
and waters his own plants, and he's 
very knowledgeable on current events. 
So we're going to set the show at the 
U.N., replace Richard Belzer wi th Ya-
sir Arafat, and call it Thicke of the 
Nightline. Yes. that's the only joke in 
this letter. 

Fred Silverman 
llai'abunana. Calif. 

Sirs: 
I lu-se Martians land in Central Park 

right next to the jogging path. One of 
the Martians points—OW!! Fuck!!! I 
banged mv ankle! Goddamnit. thai 
hurls! Ow! Ow! Ow! 

Never Mind the Fucking |okt 
Shit. It hurts. 

Sirs: 
l-ast week I had Don Knotlt on my 

show, a br i l l iant performer who's 
grown from great adversity yet stil 
hasn't lost the common touch, and he 
Saidi "Y'know. sometimes, when I'm 
really nervous. I think semen's drip
ping from my nose." Then I made whai 
I thought was a psychologically per
ceptive remark: "Perhaps you should 

blow your nose less often." and the man 
irom Standards and Practices cut it. 
This was not an isolated incident. The 
censors always seem to cut out my best 
remarks. With censorship like that, no 
wonder people think I'm an asshole. 

Tom Cottle 
A grand canyon of the mind 

Sirs: 
There's a small animal over by that 

tree. There's a big brown one. Thai one 
over there seems lo be eating, wouldn't 
you agree? 

A Tour Guide Who Doesn't 
Know Very Much 

Wild National Park 

Sirs: 
1 lave you seen Terms of Endear-

mend Oh. it's so sad. It's a three-han
kie picture. It's even sadder than that. 
it's a four-hankie fi lm. Five hankies. 
It's a five-hankie f i lm A dozen han
kies. Fifty hankies, (his is a fifty-han
kie f i lm. One hundred and ninety-eight 
hankies. Two thousand hankies. One 
hundred thou—ONE MILLION han
kies. This fi lm requites one mill ion 
hankies. A bill ion hankies. A hundred 
billion hankies. 

lane Drooleyes 
Hanky Panky. N.I I. 

Sirs: 
Achoo! Oh shit. I knew I shouldn't 

have slept with the window open! This 
may be one summer cold I never get 
over. 

Calvin Klein 
lire Island. N.Y. 

Sirs: 
Here's a piece of data from our most 

recent study on Americans' attitudes 
toward money thai I though! you might 
like lo use in your magazine: 5b per
cent of people who use pay telephones 
check the coin return tlot after finish
ing their call just in case some change 
may have been sent back by mistake. 

l iv ing lo keep America informed. 
Florence Skelly 

President 
Yankelovich. Skelly and White 

New York. N.Y. 
i C O N T I \ U R D O N P A G E 2 1 ) 
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"4X4 OF THE 
YEAR" 

For the first time ever, all three leading off road 
magazines made the same choice. Jeep. 

If you're thinking about 4-wheel drive, 
consider this. The all-new leaner, 
meaner size Jeep Cherokee has 
just been named "4x4 of the Year" by 
all three leading off-road magazines: 
4_WheeL& Off-Road. Four Wheeler, 
and Off-Road. That's never been 
done before. 

Ride and drive is what 
it's all about. 

The all-new Cherokee was compared 
to the toughest competitors available, 
foreign and domestic. They were 
driven thousands of miles through 
snow, soft sand, subfreezing tempera
tures, and high winds—on and off 
the road. 

4 Wheel & Off-Road said: 
"Cherokee scored well across 

board, excelling in our evaluations 
of mechanical, urban and off-road 
driving and interior comfort.Tojjr 
Wheeler called the Cherokee Sport-
wagon: "the year's most significant 
advance in 4-wheeling." Off-Road 
said: "Jeep is a smaller, more maneu-
verabte off-road vehicle that provides 
plenty of room." 

Test drive it and compare 
for yourself. 

Compared to Bronco II and S-10 Blazer 
4x4, only Cherokee has four doors, 
room for five, and a choice of two 

4-wheel drive systems. And Cherokee 
has higher ground clearance, higher 
horsepower per pound, and the high
est gas mileage.@)EPA EST MPG/ 
33 EST HWY." 

It's nice to be named No. 1. but not 
unexpected. After all, Jeep wrote the 
book on 4-wheel drive. Buy or lease 
the triple award winning Cherokee, 
or the luxurious new Wagoneer 
Sportwagons. Only at your Jeep 
dealer. 

• Us© those figures lor comparison Your results may 
differ due (o driving speed, weather conditions and 
trip length. Actual highway mileage and California 
figures will probably be less 

SAFETY BELTS SAVE LIVES 
Joep i* •• fug«StofO<l 

I'adomar* ol 
Jeep Cofptuation 

, . Triple award winning 
JEEP A CHEROKEE SPORTWAGON 
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Reagan Bombs in China 
• ^ K E S I D K N T RONALD RP.AGAN. IN 
M B t h e usual clcction-ycar salute to 
M^ the Great Wall of China, made 
• a decisively poor impression on 
the Chinese last April. 

Many Chinese, to begin with, con
fused the visit of the Reagan entou
rage with Bob I lope's Christmas USO 

HowtheGradsof1984 
See the World 

1984 1969 
Grads Grads 

24% 87% 

87% 
97% 

COMPILED BY 
WARREN LE1GHT 

I believe It is Important to 
develop a meaningful 
philosophy of life. 

I do not know what 
"philosophy" means. 

I would fire my own mother 
if the bottom line 
demanded it. 

I would, in fact, like to fire 
my mom and send my 
clothes to be washed in 
Mexico, where wages are 
lower and life is cheap. 

I am willing to die for my 
country. 

I am willing to kill if it 
would look good on my 
resume. 

I like to smoke marijuana 
and listen to Joni Mitchell 
albums. 

I like to snor t cocaine and i n n o/ 
then read the Wall Street I UU /O 
Journal. 

I am willing to listen to Joni 
Mitchell albums if it would 
look good on my resume. 

I believe our presence in n i < y 
Vietnam to have been LH /o 
immoral. 

I do not know what 
Vietnam Is. but I'd be 
interested in hiring 
Vietnamese laborers to do 
my laundry. 

17% 
45% 

78% 28% 

14% 
83% 

8% 

83% 

78% 

15% 
21% 

34% 

12% 

34% 

67% 

11% 

tours. When the president arrived in 
Beijing without Joey Heatherton, 
Brooke Shields, and Jerry Colonna, the 
Chinese were quite disappointed. 

"He could have solved this whole 
Taiwan problem with the proper pre
sentation." Chinese leaders said."A 
few jokes, a few swings of the golf club 
—we'd be talking like salesmen!" 

Other Reagan gaffes during the visit 
included Nancy's incessant efforts to 
buy every antique in sight, and Rea
gan's insistence that the Chinese "for
get this Communist claptrap and get 
real with the world." 

On his return to America, Reagan 
was delighted to find that Bob Hope, 
holding down the fort in Washington. 
had met with mure luck. "This coun
try's wild, man," Hope commented. 
"lust call mc Bob 'Don't Push the But
ton' Hope!"—KG. 
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BURN, BABY, BURN 
I

MTHE WAKK OP MICHAEL IACKSON S 
tragic accident, when his hair ig
nited while filming a commercial 
for Pepsi-Cola, a number of black 
celebrities have "come out of the 
closet" and admitted that they. too. 

often have a problem with their hair 
lighting up. 

"1 think it's the stuff we use on it," 
said Rick lames in a recent news con
ference. "It's an oil-based petroleum 
by-product, and as such is extremely 
flammable. Personally. I'm so hot. my 
hair sometimes goes up all by itself." 

"Sure, it happens to me all the time." 
added black entertainer Sammy Davis 
|r. "But my friends have learned to live 
with it. It's like 01' Blue Eyes once told 
me, 'Just don't leave your cinders on 
the furniture.'" 

Richard Pryor was unavailable for 
comment.—C. R. & K G. 

Diana Ross, coping with the curse of 
the black entertainer. 
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INFORMER 

Somehow, a chocolate bar makes the 
loss of your parents just a little easier 
to take. Don't ask why. That's war. 

Like a lot of journalists. I was kept 
from the island while the rescue was 
taking place. It was tough for an old 
war-horse like mc to be kept at bay, far 
from the sounds and smells of battle. 
away from the whine of bullets and the 
sc-eams of dying men. 

Still, there I was. isolated in the Ovul 
Office wi th the president and the sec
retary of defense, forced to follow the 
action by field telephone, dispatch, and 
eyewitness accounts from officers un
der lire. As a journalist. 1 was ham
strung. But I did the best I could with 
the meager information available. 

I can tell you it was a thril l for me 
when our boys hit the beaches. I was 
holding down the Oval Office while 
the president was in the bathroom. 
Secretary Weinberger was on the 
phone and Nancy was watching Wheel 
of Fortune. 

Suddenly the radio crack cd to life. 
The field commander asked for a go-
ahead to land. It was time to shit or 
get off the pot. There was no one 
around to give the order, so I gave it 
myself. 

"Go get 'cm. Buck!" I shouted. I 
didn't know what his name really was, 
but all Marine commanders respond 
to "Buck." With that, the rescue was 
on. 

As we know, the first te be saved 
were our kids in the medical school. 
It wasn't until later that I learned that 
Cap's boy. Joey, was a student there. 
Cap said the kid was in danger of 
flunking his finals. Thai explains why 
the operation was moved ahead two 

days. Grades are out the window now. 
foey starts next fall wi th a clean slate. 

Within a few hours, most of the main 
objectives had been secured. As a 
journalist. 1 felt angry that some of my 
colleagues were kept out of the war 
zone. But as a Republican. I knew that 
my president and my government come 
first. That's why I also gave the go-
ahead to sink a CBS dinghy that was 
approaching he island from the south. 

It was touch-and go. and for a while 
we were eating candy like aspirins. We 
hardly touched our pizza until the vic
tory cry was heard. 

But that was then. This is now. Most 
of the troopers have gone home. All 
thai remains for those left behind is 
the paci f icat ion of subversive ele
ments in the countryside and the es
tablishment of an ironhanded military 
government and secret police force 
under a titular civilian head. Routine. 

The people here have accepted the 
American military presence. You can 
see the respect on their faces each time 
the Marines roll by in an A PC. M-60 
machine guns trained on the highway. 
Some have culled it fear. That's bullshit. 
Al l you have to do is track down your 
typical villager, give him a pack ol cig
arettes and a beer, release the safety 
on your M-16. and ask him how he 
feels about America. You'll get the an
swer you seek. And if you don't, well. 
you just might have found yourself a 
subversive. 

Many people arc wondering why the 
U.S. government would sacrifice lives 
in order to capture and hold a sleepy 
tourist haven like Grenada. The an
swer comes down to one word: nut
meg. Grenada is one of the world's 
largest producers of nutmeg. And what 
is nutmeg used in? Pumpkin pie. And 
where do you find the world's best 
pumpkin pie? You got it. 

Sorry, Ivan, but a lot of hungry 
American kids arc expecting pumpkin 
pie with their Thanksgiving dinners. 
The Marine* aim to see they get it. • 

ALMANAC 
June 2 . America's 200-year-old 
EttAtllte prohibiting murder expires 
at midnight tonight. 
June 5. Corn Day. You'd better hope 
lo God that you've go. all your corn 
planted by today, or ycu're not going 
to have a crop come harvest time 
this year. 
June 6. |unc b may possibly be the 
date they invaded Normandy, but 
We're not altogether sure. It doesn't 
really matter, since they usually 
don't hold any celebrations with free 
beer lo mark the event. 
June 10. Up in Spriggs County. 
Washington, they say summer's not 
really here until they've held the 
Firemen's Field Days over in Baxter 
Springs. If you're up thai way, it's a 
hell ot a lot of fun. They've goi rides 
and games, shooting galleries, lots 
of cotton candy, and everything. If 
you're not up that way. you might 
want lo have a drink or two in honor 
of those brave volunteer firemen 
anyway. 
June 12. A very odd thing hap
pened on this day back in 1964. but 
it's really none of your business. 
June 14. Flag Day. To mark this 
most patriotic of holidays, the Rea-

f;an administration is expected to 
wvc U.S. Marines raising Old Glory 

in a lot of places you've never heard 
of. 
June 16. A big family picnic is 
planned for your backyard. 
Strangely, it's being held by a family 
you've never seen before. Also, it 
seems they've miscalculated the 
number of people showing up. and 
they wonder i f you'd be wil l ing to 
make a run for some more hot dogs 
and Pepsi. 
June 17. Anniversary of the Water
gate break-in. We thought we'd all 
get together over at the Nixons' 
apartment on Park Avenue and 
reminisce. 
June 2 1 . Summer Is officially un
der way. You can now start drink* 
ins gin and tonics and not feel like 
a fag. 
June 25 . A desperate attempt to 
base the final joke of this month's 
"Almanac" on the fact that today is 
the 108th anniversary of Custer's 
Last Stand fails dismally.—f? G. 

Amtrak Unveils Exciting New Feature 

A
MTKAK, l l l l NATIONS lUOUIUIl) I'ASShNC.I-.K KAILKOAU, HAS I UKNKIJ 
over a new leaf in an effort to lure passengers. President Dale F. 
Pullman explained the policy change at a recent planning conference 
at the Amtrak headquarters in Washington. "Schedules. It never 
dawned on us before, but schedules can really come in handy. If we 
can tell passengers they leave New York at 12:00 noon and arrive in 

Chicago the next day at 2:59 P.M., it makes a world of difference." 
Schedules are now being printed in Taiwan as a cost-saving measure, wi th 

delivery expected by early 1986.—D.Y.S. 
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They don't just reduce tape noise. 
They eliminate it. 
Technics cassette decks with 
Dolby B,C and dbxf 

This remarkable series of Technics 
cassette decks represents an important 
technological advance in the fight 
against tape noise. Because unlike 
other decks that give you only one 
or the other. Technics now gives 
you: Dolby B noise reduction for 
compatibility with your present tape 
collection. Dolby C for compatibility 
with the new"C" encoded tapes. And 
dbx to eliminate virtually every decibd 
of audible tape noise. All in one;" 

dbx is effective because it 
compresses a musical signal so its 
dynamic range is cut in half. When 
the tape is played back, the original 
dynamic range is restored, but the 
noise level is pushed below the 
level of audibility. 

This allows loud passages to be 
recorded without distortion and soft 
ones without hiss. 

These Technics cassette decks go on 
to give you computerized performance. 
microprocessor feather-touch controls. 
Music Select to automatically find any 
song on the tape. Music Repeat to 
replay a song up to 16 times. And a 
remaining time display to tell you how 
much recording is left on a tape. 

In addition, there is automatic tape 
bias and EQ setting, expanded range 
I -40db to + I8db) three-color FL 
meters to handle all the dynamic range 
dbx gives you. the accuracy and 
precision of two-motor drive and more. 

Explore all of the Technics cassette 
decks with Dolby B, C and dbx. After 
all, why own a deck that just reduces 
tape noise, when you can own one 
that also eliminates it. Technics. 
* Oolby Is a trademark of Dolby Laboratories IrK. 
®dbx u a reglitered trademark of dbx, Inc. 

Technics 
The science of sound 
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Pay Phone Rotes to Rise by 10,000 Percent 
am^ UL; TO FUNDAMENTAL CHANGES 
S ^ B in the telephone system after 
• l i h c AT&T breakup, the tele-

M J phone company (whoever ilutt 
Bl^r uuv> is.) has announced that 
rates on pay-telephone calls could rise 
by as much as 10,000 percent. 

"You arc no longer making a simple 
pay-phone c a l l , " said in A T & T 
spokesman, "you are leasing the ser
vices of a number of very independent 
and very costly companies." 

The new ten-dollar phone call would 
raise revenue for the following com
panies: 
AiuGiouiuICo I lie company that baseb
and operates the area on which the pay 
phone is situated. 
StandEx The conglomerate that op
erates and owns the metal pole on 
which the pay phone is placed. 
WordModeCoThe company that is re
sponsible for all printed matter related 
to the pay phone, inc luding the 
"Phone" sign, the letters and numbers 
on the push buttons, and the little piece 
of paper that tells you what number 
yDll are calling from. 

Reach into your savings and touch 
someone. 

BLANDIE 

Cashbox, Inc. Operates and maintains 
the collection box. 
SlotCo Operates and maintains the 
coin slot, keeping it free of matchbook 
COVCI5, S lugs . CtC. 

PhoneWire, Assoc. Responsible for all 
electrical wiring in the phone, but not 
the plastic insulation on the wir ing. 
which is the responsibility o f . . . 

TelePlastic Controls everything plas
tic on the telephone, including the 
handset and the litt le piece of plastic 
covering the phone number placed 
there by Ww d ModeCo. 
Operator Systems, Inc. Operates and 
controls the life of anyone who an
swers a phone call for the time he re
mains on the phone.—I: G. 

PBS SUMMER LINEUP 

P
US, IN AN EPPORTTOGAIN NEW 
viewers who might be disen
chanted wi th the summer re
run fare available on other 

networks, wi l l offer the following 
bcefed-up programming this sum
mer: 
Hamlet, Duke of Hazzard—Pro
duced bv the Burbank Shakespeare 
Society for PBS. this play kicks off 
the PBS Shakespeare Festival, with 
each role played by the members of 
the cast of The Dukes of Hazzard. 
Hamlet, however, is played by Kilt. 
the automotive marvel starring in 
Knight Rider. 
Othello, M.D.—Jack Klugman takes 
on the most diff icult case in his ca
reer as Quincy. He murders his wife. 
then must track down the mur
derer. Other murder mysteries 
coming up on PBS: Hamlet and 
Hutch and Macbeth and Wife. 
The Supervixens Take On Dick 
Cavett—A new sex-education of
fering from PBS. Cavett hosts a 
round-table discussion wi th Russ 
Meyer and the cast of his thought* 
provoking f i lm, The Supervixens 

Take On City Hall. 
Ordinary Alien—A sitcom based on 
the movie Ordinary People, the 
show deals with a buiimarcxic alien 
who comes to ludd I li i sch wi th his 
problem. In the first episode I lirsch 
believes he's solved the alien's 
problem but discovers he's wrong 
when the alien devours him. 
Quicksand Theatre—A British of
fering starring Jeremy Irons and Ben 
Kingsley. The characters trade quips 
wi th the queen of England while 
they all slowly sink into quicksand. 
McMegalon vs. O'Godzilla—This 
season PBS intends to offer a rich 
cultural series in which lapanesc 
monster movies are dubbed wi th 
Irish and Italian accents, 
Let's Digress—'William F. Buckley, 
Ir. hosts this talk show in which 
guests are encouraged to digress 
from the stated topic. This season's 
first episode begins with a discus
sion of the proposed Equal Rights 
Amendment and ends w i t h the 
question "Would anyone notice if 
Mick Jagger was replaced by Don 
Knot is?"—ft M. 

Written by Glenn Eichler 

THIS SURPRISE TAX CUT 
SPEECH SHOULD REALLY 
SEAL THE ELECTION 

FJH SAVING THE VOTERS 
TEN BILLION DOLLARS.' 

\P** I HAVE A RTTING ^ U l 
TOMORROW AT ADOLFO'S, 

DEAR 
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WELL i SUPPOSI: I I i 
ever had a last 
chanee to hang a 
looey and give up 
my l imo dr iver 's 
hat lor another ride 
as a professional 
s t u n t m a r . that 

ehance came yesterday. Turned out I 
was booked up ai Universal. I \vas> 
driving over to the lot a very promis
ing young tech genius who told me he 
was finalizing a deal to sell MCA his 
patented process for turning baby-seal-
skir into raw f i lm stock. I ley, the tech
nics I f i lm people out here can do some 
incredible th ings—have you seen 
Spacehunler 5-D? 

Anyway, up on the Hi l l . I ran into 
an old stunt buddy named Dale. He 
recalled with deep professional ad
miration a stunt I had invented while 
ramming into hitching posts during 
fights on Western sets. Now basically. 
most artists wi l l go over the post and 
do a kind of somersault. But I had de
veloped what I called a "l imbo rake," 
whereby I would scoot under the bar. 
enabling me to take a hit from the post 
flush on the jaw. First time I unveiled 
my " l imbo rake" on the set. the leg
endary director Hal Needham came 
over and said. "Son. we need thinkers 
like you in this business." 

Well, my buddy Dale allowed there 
might be just the part for a nan wi th 
my creative abilities up there in the 
Stunlman's Show of the Universal 
Tour. And. hey. bad back ot no, you 
name me a man worth his sperm count 
who can stand on a movie lo: and not 
get a hankering to fall off a roof. I told 
Dale I'd consider it. 

'Hie rest of the day I went through 
a painful period of self-examination 
anc artistic replenishing—the kind 
Richard Dreyfuss speaks so elo
quently about. 

After all. how far had I really trav
eled lately? Al l I'd been doing the last 
couple of weeks was steering around 
town the likes of Def Leppard, Eddie 
Murphy, and Ann Miller without being 
able to make a major relationship that 
would allow me to make l i e break 
I ron driving to directing. Lying to
tally dormant in my glove compart* 
men was my latest treatment, tenta
tively titled Shop Class, about a bunch 
of high school kids who build a rocket 
ship, then go up into space to salvage 
those two communications satellites 
we recently lost. 

Maybe they take over the world; 
maybe they don't. I'd be a fool to re
veal the payoff here so somzone like 

Steven Spielberg or Ridley Scott 
could steal it. Whichever, let's face it— 
slap a good sound track on that 
screenplay and you've got some legs 
and the right demographics. Unfor
tunately. no matter how hot I thought 
my treatment was. my agent. Ronnie. 
had been completely unable to arrange 
financing on a step deal for script de
velopment. 

So you know I was pretty close to 
disconsolate and considering Dale's 
offer when, that night, I picked up an 
exceptionally gifted, multi-talented 
young actress. I was delivering her back 
f rom d inner at Maurice's Snack 
Shack, a laid-back fried-chicken place 
on Pico west of La Cienega. Her situ
ation touched me deeply. I could see 
she was going through hell. Her TV 
series was about to go into syndication 
and she was staring at that hurdle all 
teenage girls have lo face: the risky 
jump from episodic to features. She 
was all sniffly. 

"Ma'am, if you'll permit me to say 
someth ing . . . " I said, even though the 
driver's not supposed to. She was bent 
over a kind of flat mahogany board 
she'd set up on her knees so as to snort 
a few inches of soda, but she looked 

up at me anyway. That's how open and 
approachable even the biggest Holly
wood celebrities are. contrary to what 
you may have heard. 

"You shouldn't worry so much." I 
said. 

"Easy for you to say.' she told me. 
"Every good Movie of the Week goes 
lo Vaierie Bertinelli or Melissa Gil
bert. My piuduciion company hasn't 
even seen a decent script in three 
months, at least not one we could bring 
in for under a mill ion and a half." 

I know it was a breech of driver/ 
client privilege, but right then I pitched 
her Shop Class. Her people haven't 
gotten back to me on it yet. but it was 
just the discussion we had on story 
points and product ion that n ight . 
speeding along Sunset, that made me 
really, really feel stoked on the future 
of cinema. I mean. I've done the "limbo 
rake." It's time lo move on. 

Man, she lived way up on Mande-
ville Canyon. What a view! 

Editor's note: Employed by a fashion
able Los Angeles limo.isine service, 
"Stretch" is the nom deplume of the 
official gossip columnist for the Na
tional Lampoon. m 
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This month's Q & A features a Na
t ional Lampoon interview with 
General Muammar el-Oaddafi 

National Lampoon: Okay, here's the 
scene: By coincidence, you and 
President Reagan happen to be on 
the same plane sitting ncKt to each 
other. What happens? 
Muammar el-Qaddafi: I.ike two re
sponsible world leaders, we would 
discuss our mutual problems and 
analyze roads toward 
peaceful coexistence 
among all nations. Then 
an ugly fight would break 
out over the last foil-pack 
of peanuts. I would stab 
Mr. Reagan repeatedly 
with a cold piece of sil
verware and lie his plas
tic headphones tightly 
around his neck for the 
duration of the flight. We would 
agree to meet again soon for fur
ther talks. 
NL: Tell us about your childhood. 
What wus your family like? 
MQ: I loved my family very much. 
They made sure I got the best ed
ucation and sacrificed a great deal 
for me. Later, when I hey objected 
to my opposition and eventual 
overthrow of King Idris I in the late 
sixties. I was deeply saddened to 

find them all dead one day from 
gunshot wounds in the head. 
NL: What son of woman turns you 
on? 
MQ: I desire a woman to have 
strong, individualistic views on 
world affairs as long as they agree 
with mine. Sne must be able to in
telligently discuss Marx. Tolstoy. 
and Doc Savage. Call me finicky. 
but I insist on a clean body that is 
scrubbed on a weekly basis. Above 
all. she should have a sweet dispo
sition and a minimum of hair on 
her face and buttocks. While per
sonality is more important than 
looks, 1 adm'r the Solid Cold Danc
ers give me u considerable boner. 
NL: Powerful men such as you and 
Fidel Castro and "Rocky" often 
have a soft *pol for animals. Are 

you by chance a closet pet 
fancier? 
MQ: Your sources in
form you well. Given the 
choice. I prefer the com-

Canionship of fluffy tab-
its, and on special oc

casions, a Yorkic. I gently 
T-place the animal on a 
gBorg*Warner Model A-

550 machine lathe with 
the aid of two vise clamps. Alter it 
gets accustomed to spinning around 
at 2)00 rpm. I employ the use of 
different tool bits to playfully tease 
my pet, like a grooving blade that 
shears off its skin and fur in one 
long swirl, somewhat like an auto
matic apple peeler. I tell you. it's a 
riot to sec a little skinless dog try 
to walk straight after his "work
outs."' Sometimes I think my pets 
have more fun than I do!—IXY.S. 

DYING BOY HAS LAST WISH 

W
HEN LITTLE t'l.F.VKN-YI-AR-OI.D DANNY PHILLIPS OP NAPBRVILLE, ll.l.l-
nois, found out from doctors that he was dying of cancer, he tearfully 
told his parents that he had but one regret. 

"I've never porked a girl." he sobbed. "You know, boned, dorked, 
balled, made, screwed, nailed, banged, boffed. copulated with, de
flowered. defiled, poked, pounded, wienered. let the ol" wangcr wizz. 

ditched the sausage, gone flesh-spelunking, driven home the old pipe, served 
up the lube steak, used the hydraulic jack with the piston action, shtupped. 
taken the cherry, boldly come where no man has come before, ridden the puden
dum express, nabbed the srapper. poached some beaver, eaten at the Y. put on 
the wet suit and gone clam-diving, rolled in the hay. or even said hello to old 
jack McNasty." 

Touched by the youth's remarkable plea, the parents contacted their pastoi 
at the Most Holy Divine Saving Grace Baptist Church & Grill. The parish has 
begun a drive to raise ten thousand dollars for Danm—the amount charged b> 
Charlene Tihon of Dallas to perform sex for dying minors.—7! R. 

Strange Migration 

I
N W H A T L O C A L A U T H O R ITIHS 
termed "some sort of weird migra
tory syndrome." two million teen
age girls with ponytails descended 
on a trailer park in Sioux City. 

Iowa, wheic they milled about foi sev
eral hours chanting "I'm pregnant with 
Brian loncs's child." The crowd then 
dispersed, leaving behind huge piles of 
Bazooka bubble gum wrappers. Au
thorities were baffled.—T. R. 
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COMING TO SAVE THE WORLD 
THIS SUMMER. 
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THE TEN BEST PROMS IN AMERICA 

E
ACH YKAK AT THIS TIME WE 
send editors Peter Gaffncy and 
Kevin Curran to more than 
three hundred proms in thirty-
eight states and the District of 
Columbia. Their dates? Pert 

and perky cheerleaders chosen by a 
special lottery system patterned after 
the Brazilian loteria. Each year, with 
trashed tuxedos and confused memo
ries, they return with a disheveled 
sheaf of'notes and several lawsuits. 
Their unprintable article is invariably 
tossed in the garbage can, which is why 
this year we hired an independent con
sulting firm to rate America's ten best 
proms. For color, we have retained a 
few off the cuff remarks from Curran 
and Gaffncy's ill-conceived opus. 

We've grudgingly paid them our stan
dard three-and-a-half-cents-a-word 
rate, slightly reducing their staggering 
debt to the magazine. 

And now for the results: 
1. Hawaiian High School, I lanrahan, 
South Carolina. The punch is purple 
jesus; the girls are horny teen Dallas 
Cowboy-cheerleader types; and last 
year the band boasted limmy Buffett. 
Mick Ronson, and several live mem
bers of the former Allman Brothers. 
Mr. Peterson docs get a bit long-winded 
with his crowning speech, but stick 
around for the Coke-a-thon and pig 
wrassle down by the docks. "I woke 
up face down in the mud out on the 
tidal flats." admits Curran. "but I think 
I had fun." 

2. El Promo Fantastico, Rio l.obo 
High. El Paso. Texas. Sizzling Tex-Mex 
food goes great with oversize margari-
las. and on this extra-special night 
Texas Rangers look the other way if 
you're underage. (They do shoot their 
guns into the sky upon request.) But 
don't get too drunk, because your dates 
will be saying "Si', si, yanqui hombre" 
in hopes of a marriage vow and a green 
card. Sneak out of bed early and enjoy 
huevos ranchcros and Dos F.quis at Dr. 
Ray's. 
3. Pyramid High School, Maui. Ha
waii. You'll be upside down with joy 
as hard-nipplcd. long-limbed daugh
ters of sixties burnouts offer drugs. 
recreational sex, and impromptu palm-
reading sessions off the shore of one 
of nature's most unspoiled paradises. 
That's right, the prom is held not by 
but in the warm, tranquil Pacific. You'd 
better hope you still have the coordi
nation to swim across the bay for car
nal delights at the lavish estate used 
for the filming of TV's Magnum, /?/. 
"Man. you can get primo weed on this 
island for about $150 a pound." raves 
Gaffncy. "Not that we use that stuff. 
of course." adds Curran. 
4. John Bendet's Prom of Horrors, 
Paramus Park. New lersey. Each year 
former editor and mystery man John 
Bcndcl hosts his own private prom for 
the cream of the lersey teen crop in 
his eerie castle dwelling by the sea. 
Bcndelarra. |ohn's Carrie-Wkc theatri
cals are not for the faint of heart, but 
his liquor, taste in music, and manner 
are all first-rate. "How are those True 
Facts coming?" asks Curran. swigging 
from a bottle of Rebel Yell as he swings 
drunkenly from a crystal chandelier. 
5. Breedmore School for Girls, Helm-
hurst, Maryland. Academically and 
genetically, this private academy is top 
drawer. No men are allowed on the 
grounds of the school, so the prom is 
a yelping, squealing, nuzzling, all-girl 
affair. "My high heels arc killing me, 
but otherwise I'm having the lime of 
my life." notes an overly made-up 
Gaffney. 
6. Wallerwag High School, Waller-
wag. Arkansas. This is a real hit-or-
miss affair. Last year they got some 
bad moonshine, and the entire senior 
class went blind. On the positive side. 
however, this is one of the few proms 
in the country where they won't think 
you're a homo if you come with your 
sister. 

P A U L I N E C R I S T ON F I L M 

Footless Recluse Teens In Heat 
roon.Ess RECLUSE TEESS IS HEAT, 
which looks like the last of Francis 
Ford Coppola's remaining Zoe-
trope projects, introduces us at the 
outset to two disturbed teens. Richi 
(Matt Dillon) and Suki (Natassja 
Kinski). Richi is the bad psycho, the 
psycho who refuses to participate 
in group, who breaks into the line 
when it's time for 
medication. Suki is 
the good psycho, the 
psycho for whom ten 
minutes alone with a 
diary she never 
writes in is reward 
enough for a sad life. 
They communicate 
through sign lan
guage. and sex. 

Richi and Suki 
meet on the first day 

not be allowed to dance with Suki. 
Enter Kcir Dullea. as R. D. Laing. 

Insanity is in the eye of the be
holder. he tells us. and looking into 
Richi's and Suki's eyes, he sees, in 
a scries of flashbacks and dreams, 
the key to their disturbances. In 
Richi's case, it is a diet of Twinkies 
and chili sauce, and a mother 

(played by Ellen 
Burstyn) who would 
rather hang out the 
laundry than hang 
on her son's every 
word. For Suki. it is 
an oafish French un
cle (in a cameo 
wasted on Yves 
Montand) who raped 
her after killing her 
parents in an air
plane crash. 

Tom Waits, as the of school, a day when Daniel Stern might have had 
no one can really see a D j g role—iff his agent had n i a l c "urcc. ana Di-
anyone else, due to returned Coppola's call. ane Lane, as heisell. 
the dreams and work very hard dec-
flashbacks traveling hazily through 
the halls. Richi's cronies, played 
with Seven Dwarf-like proficiency 
by Tom Cruise, Sean Penn, Kevin 
Bacon, Matthew Broderick. Nico
las Cage, Chris Penn. and Chris At
kins, wreak havoc on the school 
when they learn that Richi won't be 
allowed to dance, and most of all 

orating the gym. and. finally, the 
disturbed kids have their dance. 
Kinski begins to speak high school 
French, and Dillon switches from 
Twinkies to jelly-stuffed Granola 
bars. It looks as if it might work 
out. a note of optimism from :he 
otherwise blcak-visioned Cop
pola.—/.. G. & F.C. 
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7. The Senior Promenade (pro
nounced promen-oc/(/, not aid), Wim-
belsby Academy, Dexter, Massachu
setts. America's oldest prom (founded 
1636), the Wimbclsby Senior Prome
nade is rooted in the noblest traditions 
of New England aristocracy. Young 
gentlemen are still required to leave 
their muskets at (he door; young la
dies are still required to leave all their 
clothes at the door."'Whoever said 
those Pilgrim fathers didn't know how 
to have fun?" quips Curran before 
being forcibly ejected from the affair 
when he is unmasked as a Catholic. 

8. Bear Mountain High School, Pica-
pee, West Virginia. The only prom held 
underground within the contiguous 
U.S.. according to David Wallechin-
sky's Big Book of Proms. Bear Moun
tain seniors and their lucky dates hop 
on an elevator for the trip to their un
usual prom site—a working coal mine 
two miles beneath West Virginia's 
breathtaking Blue Ridge Mountains. 
Following the festivities, the men in 
the class take off their tuxedos and put 
on their hard hats as they start the first 
day of their lifelong careers as miners. 

9. The Prom Glider, Somewhere Up 
There in the Clouds. An exciting romp 
among the stars with Cap'n |im "Ace" 
McLean and his crew. Curran and 
Gaffney agreed that this was one of 
their most memorable prom experi
ences, but expressed concern over 
safety and the intentions of Los Ami-
gos Pequenos Agencia de la Insuran-
cia. 

10. SlovakProm, Steelville High 
School. Steelville. Pennsylvania. 
"SlovakProm, SlovakProm, Slovak-
Prom—hey!" cry the cheerful Steel
ville funsters after donning their great 
woolen gray party coats and strapping 
on their dancing boots. The predomi
nantly Slovak population of Steelville 
lovingly recreates the look and feci of 
an actual prom in its homeland, in
cluding the tractor races, hoisting of 
the king and queen, and mandatory 
security checks. "Durbid Sopcheck's 
band plays with extraordinary zest." 
notes Curran. "Pass me the alloyed-
potato treat," requests a dazed Gaff
ney.—/? G. & K. C. 
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B Y S E A N K E L L Y 

OFF THE SUB JECT 
"People who want to pray in school 
would be better off trying to learn 
something in church'." 

—The Old Professor 

A IESIHT HIGH-SCHOOL 
classmate of mine, 
Chico Fernandez. 
took advantage of 
morning prayer time 
in the classroom 

%tk§^ vJyf l lwf (when the teacher 
turned his back on us to face the cru
cifix above the blackboard): Chico 
jerked off. He had the whole proce
dure down to the lime it lakes to say 
one Our Father, one Hail Mary, the 
Doxology. and the Morning Offering. 

Some of us assumed it was a var
iant—albeit primitive—religious 
practice among Chico's fellow Costa 
Ricans. His name wasn't really Chico. 
of course, but we called him that in 
honor of a certain shortstop. In fact. 
he had been christened jests. 

Certain contemporary events bring 
Cbico to mind. The controversial re
moval of crucifixes from Polish 
schoolrooms, for one. Is the Church 
tl ere protesting unwarranted State in
terference in the sex lives of the faith
ful? Did you or I know that in poor 
oppressed Poland there have been cru
cifixes in the classrooms all this time? 
Is the Polish government, at long last. 
cracking down on anti-Semitism? 

And then, of course, there is the 
presidentially consecrated effort to 
reintroduce prayer into American 
classrooms. (Since the Democrats ap
pear unwilling to supply a worthy op
ponent. the Aged Incumbent has de
cided to run this time against the 
Prince of Darkness, dat ol' debbil Sec
ular Humanism hisself.) 

Now, the idea seems to be that a few 
minutes' conversation with the First 
Cause just after the salute to the flag 
and before fractions might do the kids 
some psychic, moral, intellectual, or 
other kind of good. But I'm here to 
submit that we have empirical evi
dence to the contrary. 

Parochial, that is. Roman Catholic. 
students (like Chico and me) have for 
generations started every single blessed 
school day with a veritable litany. Yet 
there is no evidence that your average 
American Catholic is smarter, more 

genteel, more law-abiding, or. for that 
matter, more Republican than any 
other citizen. (On the contrary, as, one 
supposes, most Protestants would 
agree.) 

In fact, it is difficult to establish, ob
jectively. a direct correlation between 
prayerfulness and right-thinking Rea-
ganism. Why, those swarthy myriad 
Muslims against whom King Ronald 
the Geritol-Hearted wages his fre
quent Crusades are a blatantly devout 
bunch, who to a man pray loudly and 
often, in school and elsewhere. 

Now, I admit, with your Muslim man 
and your Papist, you've got fellows 
praying lo the wrong God entirely. The 

Aged Incumbent's own daddy figured 
that out, and he changed the spelling 
of his name and the denomination of 
his faith some time back, just as Ron
nie himself later changed political par
ties. There's a great tradition of Prag
matic Conversion in the Reagan family. 
No, when it comes to classroom prayer 
what we're talking about, surely, is thai 
old-time religion—born-again. Bible 
believing, no-frills, seersucker Puritan 
American Christianity! 

And if the Aged Incumbent himself 
doesn't exactly attend church, or give 
to the needy, or comfort the afflicted. 
or forgive his enemies, but on the con
trary continually kills and lies and 
grows rich—well, it's the principle of 
the thing we're talking about, isn't it? 

We're talking, my fellow Christians 
(as behooves us), about the poor. Now. 

the thing to remember is that man does 
not live by bread alone. It isn't whether 
you have anything to eat that matters. 
but whether you say grace before 
meals. O. ye of little faith! Ask not for 
a place to live, but for a "Bless This 
Flousc" sampler. And ask not to be 
spared being barbecued, you and your 
children and the family dog. in a ther
monuclear fit of Christian or Commie 
pique, for remember that you go to your 
heavenly reward thereby... . 

And these selfsame revealed, abid
ing. and self-evident truths apply in 
the realm of education. 

In his inspired wisdom, the Leader 
of the Free World has himself recently 
observed that the quality of American 
education is declining. (He went on to 
point out that its costs have greatly in
creased. His minor promise was that 
increased funds had ipso facto de
creased educational standards: his 
conclusion was that totally abolishing 
federal aid to education would pro
duce a nation of geniuses. O.F.D. But 
that's logic. We're talking here about 
something else entirely—religion.) 

It is true that the average American 
classroom, when it is not a playpen or 
a concentration camp, is a free-fire 
zone. It is true that teachers are un
derpaid. and working down to their 
salaries; that the best classroom 
teachers are immediately yanked out 
of classrooms and placed in offices 
with filing cabinets; that educators do 
not know what to teach. and would 
not have the skills or resources to do 
so if they did know; that our educa
tional system, reflecting our society's 
values, as it must, treats children a s -
well. a nuisance. It is true that like all 
cultures, we have the school system 
(and the penal system, and the gov
ernment) we think we want—and thus 
the one we deserve. 

But now, running to Beat the Devil, 
along come Ron and the Right Think
ers, insisting on their personal right to 
starve, miseducate. draft, and aiomt-
cally crisp children whose only per
sonal right is to get born; banners 
waving, over the hill in the nick of time. 
with a Constitutional amendment to 
get God back into the classrooms. 
where He belongs. 

Because as things now stand, the 
children don't have a prayer. • 
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D National Lampoon Tenth Anniversary 
Anthology, Volume II I he sequel b even 
bcuet M l>5 
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Deluxe Edition I ni l one is hardbound, for 
painful dropping on one's fool. $19.95 

• National Lampoon Foto Funnies Funnies told 
through lotos. Funny. $2.95 

D National Lampoon High School Yearbook 
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I -] National Lampoon Sunday Newspaper 
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though ihc two haw nothing in common. $4 95 

O The Best of National Lampoon, No. 5 
The best stuff from 1975-1974 52.50 

I I The Best of National Lampoon, No. 7 
Encompassing 1975 i97o. $2 50 

D The Best of National Lampoon, No. 8 
lokes started gelling nunc expeni vv in 
1976-1977. $5.95 

U The Best of National Lampoon, No. 9 
lint we managed 10 hold the line on prices 
during 1978-1980. S) 95 

D National Lampoon's Animal House I he full-
color, illustrated book on which the movie WM 
not b t n d This came later. $2.95 

n National Lampoon Deluxe Edition of 
Animal House Carbon-dating has pmwn this 
edition's longevity to be worth an extra two 
bucks. $4.95 

D Cartoons Even We Wouldn't Dare Print 
Not in the maga/inc. anyway Disgusting. $5.95 

• National Lampoon True Facts Hie original. 
uocetuored work, no% avaUabie ia Englisn ii all 
happened. $2.95 

• National Lampoon's Peekers and Other 
True Facts A l l true, all new. To be without one 
won't do. $2.95 

G National Lampoon's Came of SeH Out l i e . 
cheat, and steal and vim can win 1 lis hoard 
J..IMK-..... well «.. our hearts, $10.00 

D National Lampoon's Vacation T-shirt 
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n National Lampoon "That's Not Funny, 
That's Sick!" T-shirt this is the shirt pi em 1 oi 
In I,in> ol the live theater and ihc criminalK 
Insane $5.95 _ s _ M _ l . 

D National Lampoon Mona Gorilla T-shirt 
This gorilla looks mort) like .1 gorilla than u pair 
of socks doe:. $4.95 _ S _ M _ l 

U "Save the Frog" Glow-in-the-Dark Jersey 
Cartoonist Sim Gross's lamed legless Irofl can 
now be seen in the durk. though not by blind 
people, on t l is 100 perccM heavy cotton long-
sleeved IhinR. $10.95 _ S _ M _ L 

D National Lampoon Sweatshirt Avuilahlc in 
nuvy with wt.itc lettering, while with red letter 
ing.and gray with black lettering, this product is 
available In 0 veritable troika of color schemes. 
SI 1.95 _ S - M _ l . _ X I . Color: 

D National Lampoon Football Jersey With 1 In-
famed V neck cowled bv persons with triangular 
heads everywhen $13.95 . S _ M _ L 

CI cck off what you like. Include si/e iind color. Add up what it costs lack 0B $1.50 for postage and h.nidlinj 
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• "Voulez-vous Fuque?" T-shirt Remember 
I abelle'.' Remember this sjng with a f'rvneb-
vouiiding chorus? S5.95 _S _ M _ l . 

• National Lampoon Frog Sweater If it looks 
like quality, that's because »s lumdwown h> 
machines. With hug by cartoonisl Sam Cross. 
in any 01 black. $20.95 _ S _ M _ | . 
Color: 

U National Lampoon Frog Polo Shirt Cartoon
isl S.nii CrOSS bas lent hiMlotihle-.iinpiiiiv frog 
10 the spot above the left ripple on this line prod-
uci. In whlie.hluc.or yellow. $14.9} _ S _ M _ | . 
Color: 

I J National Lampoon Black Sox Softball Team 
Jersey I he -..inn- item wvrn by txir own team 
before management said we couldn't haw any 
more. $7.00 _ S _ M _ l 

• National Lampoon's Animal Houso Base
ball Jersey l o r fans of the movie who attend 
baseball games or other events requiring 
clothing. $7.00 _ S _ M _ l . 

PI National Lampoon's New Animal House 
Baseball Jersey So new it can only he called 
used aflet you've worn it $7.00 _ S _ M _ L 

L) National Lampoon's Animal House T-shirt 
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jersey might brand vou ar *L-7." 
$5.95 _ § _ M _ l . 

D National Lam|>oon Baseball Hat l b own one 
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n National Lampoon Bl.ick Sox Baseball 
Jacket Famous swinesqus jacket with real cot
ton lining, now sporting a striking new logo. 
Get ii? Striking? $51.95 _ S _N? _ l . 

["I National Lampoon Duffel Bag I leaw-duis 
c.ius.is. holds cmiiiriin.nl. Insh undies. .Ii IIJ:S. 
$14 95 

D "That's Not Funny, That's Sick!" The 
\utiiinul Lampoon comedy album ihM dares 10 
be round and Hal $6.95 

t~l National Lampoon's White Album More than 
a record, less than an eight-cylindei Furopean 
sports car. S7.95 

G National Lampoon Presents Sex. Drugs. 
Rock V Roll, and the End of the World 
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title yet. $8.98 
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LETTERS 

( C O N T I N U E D P R O M P A G E 6 1 
Sirs: 

Modern gadgets are incredible. Take 
today's cameras. I was at my in-laws' 
house, and I had to pose a dozen of 
those morons in this one shot. Well, it 
took me a hall hour to get ii all ar
ranged. and when I finally pushed the 
.shutter, this monotone Icmulc voice in 
the camera said. "No film. Please load." 
Well, my in-laws all began to laugh like 
crazy, and I was feeling real shitty. 
when the voice in the camera said. 
"What the fuck are you ugly assholes 
laughing at?" Well. I tell you. that shut 
them up real fast! These modern things 
cover all the bases! 

Barney l.ogan 
Elizabeth. N.I. 

Sirs: 
I would like to report a strange oc

currence. I was riding in a Toyota Co
rolla that my grandmother was driving, 
when suddenly she got this weird, eu
phoric expression on her face. Then 
she screamed at the top of her voice, 
"Oh! What a feeling!" and she leaped 
from her seat. Well, she fractured her 
skull on the roof and. of course, lost 
control of the car. The car careened 
into an embankment and. fortunately. 
came to a stop. I was able to get help. 
and today, thank heavens, my grand
mother and I are just line. But still, I 
think this is something the CPA should 
look into. 

I larriet Simmons 
Columbus, Ohio 

Sirs: 
Scientists at my university have re

futed the bogus theory of evolution 
once and for all: they have unearthed 
fossil remains that definitely prove Je
sus had a pet dinosaur. It wore a stud
ded leather collar three feet in diam
eter with the name "Bowser" on its 
tag. 

You atheists have been dealt a stun
ning defeat. 

Bob [ones, President 
Hob Jones University 

Hob lanes, N.C. 

Sirs: 
Some things are universal. Like 

when you get home real late at night, 
and you try not to wake up anybody. 
and even the slightest sound seems to 
make the loudest noise. Like. say. when 
you accidentally drop a grenade-i-it 
makes the loudest blast! Or if you trip 
over a mortar rocket and it explodes, 
it sounds like a virtual thunderstorm*. 
Or say you open the refrigerator, and 

it's booby-trapped—the whole house 
seems to collapse in one loud bang] All 
part of life's funny little tragedies, I 
guess. 

Abdul Mohammed 
Beirut. Lebanon 

Sirs: 
This letter is being written on a word 

processor. Tell me the truth, do I look 
like a normal letter, or do you notice 
something different about me? A cou
ple of my friends pretended not to rec
ognize me, but maybe they were just 
trying to boost my ego. I need your 
honest opinion. Can you tell? I went 
to the best word processor in town, 
and he promised I'd look completely 
natural after the operation, but I'm not 
sure. What do you think? 

A Vain Letter 
Beverly Hills. Calif. 

Sirs: 
If California has the Silicon Valley, 

then Las Vegas has the Silicon Moun
tains— Bazooms! Mambo Bazoomos! 
Gel it? Ya get it? I ley. is this a crowd or 
a crematorium? 

lack "As Rinny As Lver" Carter 
liorschl Suspenders. Nev. 

Sirs: 
My name is "Cladman" Sumners. 

I'm the cheerful soil, which is why I'm 
doing the introductions for the gang 
here. I guess. Thai's "Shorty" Carruth-
crs over by the bar. and "Sleepy" Rob
erts. Guess you noticed "Shorty" isn't 
all that tall, and "Sleepy"—well. 
"Sleepy" always seems lo be nodding 
olf. I suppose "Sloppy" Bingham needs 
no further introduction. And "Boney" 
Harrison—well, he's dead. Kind o\ 
creepy when you think about it. 

"Gladman" Sumners 
Dusty s Bar 

Sirs: 
Look at the big deal everyone is 

making over its being 1984! I hope that 
when 1985 rolls around, everyone re
members that / wrote a book by that 
name a while back, so I'm entitled to 
the same honors currently being 
heaped on dead Orwell. And my book 
was funny—without a lot of yawn-
worthy socialist propaganda in the 
middle. Keep me in mind, folks. 

Anthony Burgess 
Sticking pins in a 

William Colding doll 
( C O N T I N U E D O N P A G E 7 I i 
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TRUE FACTS 
The Ritual Putt Dance 

'Ail 

Soon to be a major motion picture starring Jennifer Beats, Kevin Bacon, and 
two Vietnamese refugees secretly doing all the dancing, {by Bill Moseley; all 
photographs from the archives of United Press International) 

P
RISON AUTHORITIES IN LAKE 
County, Illinois, tested an 
"electronic shackle" on four 
work-release inmates there. 
Worn strapped to the ankle. 
the four-ounce device sends 
out electronic signals to a 

computer in the sheriff's office that 
lets deputies know whenever the pris
oner leaves the premises or turns off 
the system. I lowevcr. two of the de
vices failed when the prisoners wear
ing them took baths. 

"I t didn't work out as well as we ex
pected." said a spokesman for the de
vice's distributor. National Incarcera
tion Monitor and Control Services, Inc. 

"The machines mal funct ioned 
within two days," said Sheriff Robert 
Babcox. "After we found out what was 
wrong, we told the other two guys to 
keep one foot out of the tub." Chicago 
Tribune (contributed by lohn M. An-
drcscn) 

Will i I SWIMMING IN TH'B MIDS1 OF 
dense fog recently, one thousand ducks 
were swept over Niagara halls. New 
York Times (cont r ibu ted bv Duck 
Divct) 

POLICE IN LANCASTER, PENNSYLVANIA, 
arrested twcnty-sevcn-ycar-old Doug
las Alexander, whom they found hid
ing in the food freezer of a grocery 
store. Alexander had reportedly been 
in front of the store bouncing a bas
ketball of I the heads of passing women. 
Lancaster Sunday News (contributed 
by Harry Mellinger) 

ALMOST EVERY DAY TOR PIPTY-PIV8 
years. Georgette Pepin has traveled 
from Montreal. Quebec, to Ottawa. 
Ontario, spending eight hours a day 
riding local buses between the two 
Canadian cities. She has been making 
the trip since 1928. eating breakfast at 
the Montreal bus station, lunch and 
supper at the Ottawa depot. Some
times she visits a cousin. Mary Pepin. 
in Ottawa, but often she simply sits at 
the Ottawa bus depot for live hours. 
neither knitting nor reading, her hands 
folded in her lap. Pepin, now seventy-
three years old. savs she doesn't talk 
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TRUEFACTS 

w i t l i anyone regular ly , and has no 
Friends at e i ther o f the bus terminals . 

Asked why she has been i n ; k i ng this 
commute lo r so long, she repl ied. " I t 
keqxs me healthy. The doctor to ld me 
I shouldn' t stay at h o m c " C P (con t r i b 
uted by Ron FJias) 

PRIESTS AT ST. M-NLDICTS ROMAN CATH-
ol ic C h u r c h in N c w . u k . New lerscy, 
planned a mock bapt ism for about 
t h i i t y - f i v c l i t t le g i r ls and their do l ls to 
" b r i n g them closer to A l m ig h t y G o d . " 
I Jut mo re than a h u n d r e d Cabbage 
Patch do l l owners showed up at the 
church , w h i l e hundreds more cal led 
f rom out o f t o w n w i s h i n g to have the i r 
adepted dol ls bapt ized. When N e w 
York televis ion stat ions called for d i 
rect ions, St. Benedict 's decided to can
cel the bap t i sm. 

" I t just sort o f got out o f h a n d . " one 
priest exp la ined. Bergen Record (con
t r i bu ted by Duck D i ve l ) 

A THIRTY-YEAR-OLD MAN ARRIVED AT 
the Guys and Do l ls beauty par lor in 
Riverhead. N e w York , ca r ry ing a vac
uum cleaner. C la im ing he hac ;I " M I ip-
o - g r a m " to del iver, he began vacuum
ing and s ing ing w h i l e tak ing o f f his 
clothes. A f t e r vacuuming the f loor , he 
began v a c u u m i n g h i s u n d e r w e a r . 
wh ich he then removed to vacuum his 
genitals. W h e n a w o m a n in the shop 
cal led the pol ice, the m a n f led , t ak ing 
the vacuum cleaner w i t h h im . " W c 
don't know what his purpose was." said 
a police spokesman, Newsday (con
t r ibu ted by G lenn M i l l e r ) 

THIS ITEM APPEARED IN T i l l FARM I'M'I.K 
Letter, a pub l i ca t ion o f the U.S. De
partment of A g r i c u l t u r e : "Sam Ka lz . 
once w i t h the USDA's kumquat d i v i 
s ion, later w i t h the tung m i l d i v i s ion 
and more recent ly w i t h the mung bean 
d iv is ion , may sw i t ch to the k i w i f r u i t 
division after the f irst of the year." New 
York Times ( c o n t r i b u t e d bv D u c k 
D ivc t ) 

IN A CRACKDOWN ON MISBEHAVIOR. AR« 
t i n r le f ferson. super intendent o f De
tro i t 's publ ic schools, has forb idden 
students to car ry guns. Detroit Free 
Pass ( con t r i bu ted by M a r k l u l l ) 

AT INTERNATIONAL IRADI I XIIIIU-
l ions, the Sou th Koreans arc display
ing a new " w o n d e r ga rmen t "—men ' s 
underpants thai prevent venereal dis
ease and improve sexual per formance. 
Acco rd ing to the i r manufac turer , the 
secret o f the mirac le underpants is a 
"strategic pouch w h i c h mainta ins the 

sexual organs at the correct tempera
ture and under o p t i m u m cond i t i ons . " 

The product is recommended for 
" d r i ve r s , motorcycl is ts , and al l w h o sit 
d o w n at the i r w o r k . " Indonesian Ob
server ( con t r i bu ted by Peter lennings) 

TWKNTYTWO-YLAR-OLD IOHN | n i o u -
son. one o f two gang members s labbed 
in a Chicago pai k. c rawled to a ucui by 
house and bled to death w h i l e bang ing 

BULLSHIT 
"Se l l i ng the Sonics has been and 

is a very t raumat ic t h i n g for mo. It 's 
been par t of my existence and l i fe. 
Even the Scotch I d rank last night 
cou ldn ' t penetrate the separat ion 
t rauma I f e l l . " 

— S a m Schulman announcing his 
sale of the Seattle SuperSonics NBA 
Jrunchisefor$2l million so he could 
devote more lime to his movie pro
duction interests, as reported by the 
(New Orleans) l i m e s - P i c a y u n e . 

(ferry Knaueri 

" M u t e d brass ins t ruments and 
especial ly t rombones produce an 
effect o( sensual s t imu la t i on , such 
as suits the needs o f sexy, vu lgar 

establ ishments l ike n ightc lubs. ' ' 
— A Chinese pamphlet called 

H o w to D is t ingu ish Decadent M u 
sic offering a description of jazz, as 
reported in the Toronto G lobe & 
Mai l . (John P.rlendson) 

Ed i t o r ' s no te : " B u l l s h i t . " a part o f 
the True Section f rom 1977 to 1979. 
is back. Con t r i bu to rs w i l l be paid 
ten d o l l a r s f o r each i t e m o f 
" B u l l s h i t " used i n f u t u r e c o l 
u m n s — a good pr ice cons ider ing 
the copious examples of inan i ty . 
fatuousness, and pompos i ty in ou r 
med ia—such as the prose o f Omni 
publ isher Bob Guccione ci ted in the 
" B u l l s h i t " c o l u m n o f January 1979: 

" I t was Omni that I summoned 
up f r o m the f ros t -coo l m o r n i n g o f 
my you th . Omni bo rn in the breath
less dreams o f that long-ago ch i l d 
. . . I t w;is much smal ler then . . . a 
toy . . . the size o f a matchbox . . . 
a f la t , thumb-po l i shed si lvery ease 
b u r s t i n g w i t h e x o t i c w i r e s a n d 
t u b e s . . . . When I he ld it to my fore
head. I cou ld see the f u tu re . " 

F ind and send us th ings l ike that. 
because now there's a place where 
they really belong: "Bu l l sh i t . "—/ , li. 

on the door for help. The house's owner 
was deaf. Fresno lice ( con t r ibu ted by 
Lisa Fer re t l i ) 

SUPPLIED W i l l i TWO POUNDS o i CO 
cainc fo r a st ing opera t ion , under
cover pol ice in Pompano Beach. Flor
ida. ar ranged a side w i t h buyers w h o 
tu rned out to be undercover o f f icers 
from the I o n Lauderdale pol ice. Bos
ton Globe ( con t r i bu ted by Michael 
Eng landcr ) 

MORE I HAN THREE THOUSAND PEOPLE 
have v is i ted Constance Lake, On ta r i o . 
to v iew an image o f lesus Chr is t be
l ieved to have been fo rmed by o ld glue 
stains on the ba th room f l oo r o f |ose-
phine and Flias Taylor. " I was just going 
to the ba th room in the morn ing and I 
looked d o w n o n the f loor and saw the 
face o f lesus." said Mrs . Taylor. Lon
don (On ta r i o ) Free Press ( con t r i bu ted 
by Paul Webb) 

A WOMAN CALLED POLICL IN IIUNTING-
ton Beach. Ca l i f o rn ia , IO report that 
her home had been ransacked. Inves
t igator* learned that the mess had been 
caused by the woman's daughter, w h o 
was hav ing t roub le f i nd ng someth ing 
to wear to school . (Orange Coun ty ) 
Deity Pilot ( c o n t r i b u t e d by E l l e n 
Lovelace) 

Wi l l i l HIDING IN A PICKUP TRUCK. RE-
fug io Ta r i n . th i r ty - th ree, and |esus 
Carrasco. th i r t y -s i x . shot and k i l l ed 
each other, w o u n d i n g a t h i r d man . 
f i f t y - fou r -ycar -o ld Manuel Carrasco. 

" I t was just the three o f them in the 
p i ckup and they s tar ted a r g u i n g . " said 
Sher i f f R ick Thompson o f Presidio 
County . Texas. " T h e poor guy in the 
midd le d idn ' t have anyplace to go . " 
Kansas City Star ( c o n t r i b u t e d by 
Wayne F. Lee) 

ACCORDING TO UI.MCU UVRI.n \7 UN. 
researchers conduc ted s imulated in 
tercourse tests w h i c h showed the ef
fectiveness o f condoms in p reven t ing 
herpes s implex v i rus ( I I S V ) . 

Led by Dr. F rank lyn N. |udson, re
searchers in Denver s imulated inter
c o u r s e u s i n g a s t a n d a r d o v e r - t h e -
coun te r plastic d i l d o to represent the 
penis. A condom was stretched over 
the d i l do and the d i l d o then inserted 
in to a glass cy l inder in w h i c h a con
cen t ra t ion o f I I S V had been placed. In 
Dr. ludson's test, the d i ldo was " a g i 
tated and pumped up and d o w n for 
approx imate ly f ive minutes to s imu
late vaginal in tercourse. " 

In Los Angeles, meanwhi le , another 
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NATIONAL LAMPOON OFFERS 
MED SCHOOL BY MAIL 

H
I. I'M IRVINC. 11 III IIUMOR DOCTOR. l;OR YEARS 11 IAD 
patients coming 10 me with maladies I simply 
couldn't diagnose "There was listlessncss. mor
bidity, a general malaise. Ailments ranged from 
psychological m terminal. Nothing could cure 
them. Nothing seemed to work. 

Then I came across an article by Mao Tse-iung. 
tilled "Laughter as Medicine." written while on his now 
famous medicinc-frcc Long March. Mao told the story of 
how when one of his men fell off a seven-thousand-fool 
cliff wi th the luncheon meats, Mao and the others laughed 
it up and told jokes about the Nationalists until their stricken 
comrade was well and back on his feet. 

Right then, something clicked. I knew this must be the 
answer I had devoted my life to finding. No longer would 
I cabbie In X rays, drugs, or Band-Aids. Laughter would be 
my medicine! Quickly I wcrt about my business. I secured 
a number of copies of the National Lampoon, chose my 
fiist guinea pigs, and supplied them with a steady dose of 
t lu humor magazine. We proceeded slowly at first, as this 
was still a relatively new form ol medicine, which I had yet 
to master. Gradually I increased the dosage, always keeping 
enough copies of the Village Voice. U.S. News and World 

Report. Rolling Stone, and other humorless publications on 
hand as an antidote to an overdose. Within days, a meta
morphosis was clearly discernible. The patients were healthy 
and walking around. One patient's arm grew back. Pa
tients. once close to death, now spew forth one-liners and 
hand out exploding handkerchiefs. 

Sits. 
I'd subscribe to the Journal of the American Medi:al Association, but I don't 

always understand their jokes. Please send me: 

One year of Notional Lampoon at $0.95 (aovc 514.05 over newsstand price 
and $2.00 over subscription price). 

D Two years ol National Lampoon at $13.75 (sav* $34.25 over newsstand 
puce and $4.20 over subscription price). 

U Three years of National Lampoon at $18.50 (save $53.50 over newsstand 
price and $6.45 over subscription price). 

Send check or money order lo National Lampoon, Ocpt. NL684.635 Madison Aw?., 
New Yoik. NY. 13022. Add $5.00 per year for Caruda. Mexico, and other 
foreign lands. All checks must be in U.S. funds. 

NAME 

ADDRESS. 

CITY _STATE .ZIP. 

tor ultra-fast service, call toll tree 1 8 0 0 - 3 3 1 1 7 5 0 Ask for Operator #31. Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



TRUE FACTS 

team of researchers led by Dr. Yvonne 
I. Bryson corroborated Dr. ludsons 
findings in a similar scries of tests. 
"However." said Dr. liryson. "in LA. 
we did it for fifteen minutes.'" 

Dr. ludson defended his use of five-
minute simulated sex tests, saying the 
timing was based on information in 
the beslselling book. Everything You 
Always Wanted to Know About Sex but 
Were Afraid to Ask. (contributed by 
Mark L Punk) 

AN I-4C FIGHTER-BOMBER FROM THE 
182nd Tactical Fighter Squadron ran 
into and destroyed a turkey vulture. 
The officers aboard the plane were 
Captain Ralph Crow and First Lieu
tenant Mark Bird. Air Torce (contrib
uted by Leo Choate) 

EXTERMINATORS I'llll-I.IP AND ROBERT 
Gleich were sent to a Detroit home. 
where Phillip accidentally shot Robert 
with a .25-caliber pistol while trying 
to kill a squirrel in the basement. The 
brothers worked for Hit Man's Exter
minating Company. Detroit Free Press 
(contributed by Joe Patrick) 

ROBERT E. SCHLONEOER. THIRTY-POUR. 
was hired as a control panel operator 
at an Illinois nuclear plant after tests 
showed him to be "mentally sound." 
according to the power company. 
Schloneger resigned, however, after he 
was quoted in a local newspaper as 
saying "The bombs have to fall in ll)84. 
If they don't, within ten years I'm going 
to take a gun and start shooting peo
ple." 

Schloneger. who is an arch dragon 
in the Lake County Order of the Fiery 
Cross. Knights of the Ku Klux Klan. 
could not be reached for comment. 
Chicago Sun-Times (contributed by-
Dave Schmidt) 

NANCY AIMM INC PROCI O K . \ FORTY-SIX. 
year-old accountant, threw a tantrum 
in which she set fire to her office, then 
got in her 197 > Oldsmobile and 
rammed fl gas pump. After that, ac
cording to UPL "she smashed win
dows at a Howard lohnson's. a depart
ment store, and a machine shop, struck 
another car. crashed into an ice ma
chine. drove into a bank window, and 
ran over a fence. 

"Before her capture, she also hit a 
bread factory, a ceramic studio, a port
able sign at a pharmacy, a vehicle in 
an automobile leasing lot. the glass 
front of a liquor store, and an appli
ance store." (contributed by |im Dow-
nev) • 

Animal Business 

t 0 BfSKOHV!/ GtfN |V/*Nlf 41(1 V Q miCOMlO CUKMHMi OHIO 
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Give us thirty minutes 
of your time and 

we'll give you half an hour 
of funny television 

NATIONAL LAMPOON* 
HOT FLASHE 

Our last-minute anchor 
team will round up some 

weird opinions, run barefoot 
through the news, rip the lid off 
sports, update scandals, expose 
public affairs, finish off celebrities, 
and otherwise put the perfect 
nightcap on your pointy little day, 

all in a most enlightening and en
tertaining way. 

This could be your last chance to 
laugh back at television. 

Special for five nights in early 
June and then, who knows? On 
the following television stations, 
and others: 

New York WPIX 
I.os Angeles KTLA 
Chicago WGN 
Philadelphia WTAF 
San Francisco KTVU 
Boston WCVB 
Detroit WKBD 
Washington, DC .. WDCA 
Dallas-

Fort Worth KTXA 
Cleveland-Akron-

Canton WUAB 
Houston KTXH 

Miami-Fort 
Lauderdale WCIX 

Seattle-Tacoma KCPQ 
Minneapolis-

St. Paul KMSP 
Atlanta WANX 
St. Louis KPLR 
Denver KWGN 
Sacramento-

Stockton KOVR 
Indianapolis WPDS 
Hartford-

New Haven WTXX 

Portland-Satan . . . KPTV 
Phoenix KPHO 
San Diego XETV 
Cincinnati WXIX 
Nashville WKRN 
Milwaukee WISN 
Oklahoma City KOKH 
New Orleans WGNO 
Birmingham WBRC 
Memphis WMC 
Kansas City KEKR 
Albany WUSV 
Little Rock KLRT 

Knoxville WKCH 
Albuquerque KNAT 
West Palm Beach . . WPEC 
Green Bav . . . . . . . . WXGZ 
Omaha KMTV 
Tucson KVOA 
Las Vegas-

Henderson KVVU 
Colorado Springs . . KKTV 
Salinas-

Monterey KNTV 
Columbus WXTX 
Medford KDRV 

Check your local listings for dates, station, and time in your city. 
Produced by National Lampoon Television in association with Golden West Television. 
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The following unedited excerpts have 
been culled from unsolicited manu
scripts sent to a prominent editor of 
serious fiction who. for obvious rea
sons. wishes to remain anonymous. 

"Then it's hopest." Dad said. 
"You mean hopless." my mother said. 
"And it's not hopless!" 

"Wait. |ohnl It's Christmas Eve! At 
least stay long enough to give the kids 
their toys!" 
"Stuff their toys!" |ohn yelled and 
slammed out of the house. 

His organ began to beat so hard he 
thought it would pop out of his chest. 

"Shit, honey, you're a great-looking 
broad." 
Gert wriggled with pleasure at her 
husband's words. 

The light that was Frannie went out. 

Purring like a kitten. I drove down 
Lincoln Avenue. 

"From the day I changed your first dia
per. you've been a mess." she yelled. 

Sculling the boat back to camp. Ev
erett eyed his wife worriedly—she had 
this tendency of retreating into a shell 
when she was worried. 

"Don't you dare let out the seams!" 
Lucinda hissed viciously. "The lighter 
the better!" Even the walks shook with 
rage. 

The Mitchell house sat authoritatively 
leering clown from its hill, judgmen-
lally surveying all who approached. 

Justin's eyes glided across the airfield. 

Slicing the steak in Rena's cozy kitchen. 
I considered taking another slab al 
marriage. 

I lis teacher asked. "Peter, was you an
noying leanetle?" 

lohnny knew the nurse disapproved of 
him because of his career as a hit man 
for the mob. 

Mrs. Rogers said, "I'm sorry I lost my 
temper, but I was grumpy, and when 
I'm grumpy I get grouchy." 

TRUEFACTS 

From the Slush Pile 
Ken's body declared war, and since he 
failed to retreat until the wee hours, it 
painfully assaulted him in an all-out 
morning blitzkrieg, taking no pris
oners. 

Looking agitatcc but resolute, she 
came into the polce station alone. "I 
witnessed a murder! I witnessed a 
murder!" she repeated to no one in 
particular, as if what she had to say 
couldn't wait another moment. 

"What can I do to thank you?" I ex
claimed. 
Barry shook my hand. "Next election 
I'm making you governor." 

The editor sighed. Look at all those 
Type O's. 

Quick, call Lloyd's of London. This 
photograph and headline appeared 
together in the November 28 , 1983, 
edition of the Toronto Sun (contrib
uted by M. Lapointe) 

One desperate afternoon, when a fit of 
depression was on him. he had ericd to 
the walls."Why should people like Paul 
Newman have everything—happiness. 
wealth and fame, and even Joan Wood
ward—while I have nothing! Nothing!" 

Benny Squires was a late teenager. 

We got some chairs and she filled us 
in. 

Prom four to six-thirty, he peeked 
through the window to see a despica
ble world, a world full of mean teen
agers. thankless citizens, crooked pol
iticians. transferred and widowed 
judges. 

When I called the hospital I was told 
the patient was in grim condition. 

He got into the world just like the rest 
of us—naked as a lay. 

I had a wonderful mother. She loved 
mc encompassingly while benignly. She 
taught me to speak Greek and Latin. 
Each day she'd call mc into her bed
room and we'd spend an hour doing 
anything I requested. Our house was 
in constant motion. 

His soul was dirty—a piece of tape lay 
flush against the heel. 

Fred stood over the toilet, holding the 
source of his dilemma in his hand, and 
emitted a loud groan—not from his 
splitting hangover but from last night's 
activities that were now flashing on 
his inner screen. 

One day she came home from the doc
tor and said he had told her she was 
dying. It was with a hopeful attitude 
that the family went away and left her 
weeping in the den. 

1 winced at the sun beaming through 
the shutter. 

I lis face was distinguished by dark side 
burns. 

The four-story ranch house, flanked by 
cypress columns, looked majestically 
down on Route 66. 

"A hot toddy would help us all on a 
freezing, death-laden night such as 
this." Mary said. 
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Now Offering Shirts and Fine Sweaters from 

National Lampoon offers 
the most prestigious 
shirts and sweaters in 
America, and at a price 
prestigious people can 
afford. 

Please send me National Lampoon 
Frog Shirts at $14.95 each, plus 
$1.50 tor postage and handling. 
WHITE: _ small medium _ large 

BLUB: _ small — medium _. largo 

YELLOW: _ small _ medium _ laige 

GREEN: _ small _ medium _ large 

GRAY: _ m l _ medium _ large 

CAMEL: _ small _ medium _. large 

Please send me _ National Lampoon 
Frog Sweaters at S20.95 each, plus 
S2.00 tor postage and handling. 
GRAY: — small _ medium _ largo 

BLACK: _ small _ medium _ large 

NAME 

AOOMSS. 

CITY .SMI. .HP-

I enclose S. to: 
National Lampoon. Dept. 684 
635 Madison Avenuo 
New York. NY 10022 
HIT* Vbrit r evdtriK. ptease add 6^4 percent iales tat 

The Frog family of fine apparel is 
proud to announce the introduction 
of the Frog Sweater. The Frog 
Sweater comes in three sizes and is 
a legend for its softness, warmth, 
and style. And Frog Clothing 
continues to offer the Frog Polo 
Shirt. Both shirt and sweater sport 
the distinctive symbol of the Frog 
line, a double-amputee frog. 

The unfortunate frog is your 
assurance that you have purchased 
the very finest. Wear your shirt with 
pride—with or without a Frog 
Sweater over it— whether you 
yourself have legs ornot. 

Frog Sweaters and Shirts are 
available only by mail. The price? 
Sweaters are just $20.95 plus 
postage and handling. Polo shirts 
are $14.95plus postage and 
handling. 

Order your sweater and7or shirt 
today and ensure yourself of the 
respect your taste and discernment 
deserve. 

Polo shirts available in: 

Green Gray Camel 

Sweaters available in: 
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DIANE LANES Ali-J 
W

ELL, COMRADE LANE HOW 
docs it feci making love 
to a decadent American 
capitalist? Is it more en
joyable than espionage 
for your Soviet friends?" 

Diane Lane, the beautiful Russian 
spy, nuzzled closer to William Hobson 
on the sable coat that had been 
wrapped around their fantastic plea
sures before the roaring fire. I ler moist 
lips parted sensuously, in a greedy de
mand for more kisses from the mas
terful American agent. 

"I don't know yet. I think we may 

havc to do it once more before I can 
decide." 

Hobson smiled. "Would you like a 
drink?" 

"Tequila sunrise. Shaken, not 
stirred." 

"Mix it yourself," he said with a 
deadly insouciance. 

She look a swallow of vodka, then 
of orange juice, then of grenadine in 
the perfectly furnished Swiss ski cha
let. 

"Take me!" she cried suddenly. "I 
am full of desire and hard drink." 

"Billy, are you doing your math 

homework? Mr. Sugrue said it's not 
true you can't think in numbers. You 
just don't try...." 

"I'm doing it. Mom, don't worry." 
Can't a guy get a break around here. 

thought Billy as he locked the diary he 
had just been writing in and put it in 
his desk drawer, underneath a bunch 
of magazines. It took complete con
centration to write something well. 
unless you were someone like Faulk
ner, for whom it took lots of bourbon. 
It must take tremendous powers of 
concentration to drink and write at the 
same time, especially if you drank beer. 
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and you had a little sister who was al- in strands of the orange and yellow there was some residue of pleasure he 
ways in the bathroom. shag carpeting, but always it moved felt from some other dream. What was 

Lost in thought, Billy did not see the forward, and now started hissing it about? Algebra? 
two-foot-high bat walking toward him Billy woke to find the cat's face a No, algebra wasn't much fun to 
on its hind legs, cloaking its strange, half inch away from his. Billy's nose dream about, especially when you 
almost feline face with a wing in a was wet from where the cat had licked hadn't done your homework in two 
weird reversal of the Dracula myth. it. weeks. 
The bat's eyes looked like red. glowing "Gaaah, get off, asshole . . . god- After showering. Billy headed 
marbles as it swept past the empty cans damn mound of fur, get lost." downstairs to the kitchen for a Mom-
of Coke, the stack of magazines with Billy Hobson grabbed his sister prepared three-egg-and-bacon break-
Diane Lane's face on the cover of the Debbie's year-old Siamese and flung fast, and just enough coffee to give his 
top one, the ZZTop Eliminator album him off the bed. His thoughts began stomach a queasy, acidic feeling. 
leaning against the radiator in stark to free themselves from the legacy of "Moonbeam woke me up again with 
violation of the rules of proper record sleep. Dreaming about the fucking cat, his disgusting, furry tongue," he said 
care. The bat's twisted claws snagged except he was a bat or something. But to Debbie between bits of toast. 
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DIANE LANES ALL-STAR CRUISE TO HELL 

"Maybe you could keep that odd. hip
pie-named animal locked in your room 
. . . Or nailed to the wall." 

Debbie looked at him with mock 
concern. 

"Mom, Billy's demanding I kill my 
pet again." 

Billy smiled. She was a cute kid. for 
a thirteen-year-old brat. And she 
looked a lot like him, even if she did 
have a different father. 

Billy heard johnny's car horn. 
grabbed his lunch, stuck an extra Ding 
Dong inside the bag. and headed for 
the door. 

"It's okay if you just chain him to 
the radiator," he called back. 

"MORNING. NUMB NUTS." CRIKI) VICTOR 
Korizia. the passenger in the front of 
lohnny's cherry-red '65 Mustang. Vic
tor had worn a green Army jacket every 
day of the past winter, and was the 
only student in the history of Robert 
Frost High to have glassblowing as an 
elective. He went over to this long
haired guy's house on Thursday after
noons and they hung out, got high, and 
made little glass figurines, johnny had 
a glass duck hanging from his sun vi
sor now. Victor's dad. who owned 
Korizia Construction, had somehow 
arranged for school-board approval of 
this unusual course of study. The park
ing-lot renovation proceeded on 
schedule. 

As he idled at another light. Johnny. 
a tad on the huge side at six feet three 
and 220 pounds, casually turned to 
Victor. "Do you think Billy might want 
something from the cooler?" 

lohnny said and did almost every
thing in an incredibly casual way. Billy 
had seen him get angry only once, 
when after a basketball game three 
toughs had surrounded him. Johnny 
had ripped a Stop sign out of the 
ground and started swinging it like a 
club, and the guys had probably not 
stopped running yet. 

"What's in the cooler?" 
"Beers." cried Victor, ripping off the 

lid and laughing crazilv. 
"Beers before school?" asked Billy 

incredulously, wishing it were after
noon. the thinking man's time for beer. 

"No." laughed VLtor. "Beers for the 
road. We're all going to New York." 

Billy grabbed a big. frosty Tall Boy 
and smiled. 

New York City is about a two-hour 
drive from HartforJ by car. Since the 
three were driving from lorrington. it 
was about ninety minutes. The jour
ney was a pleasant combination of 
beers and music, and they hit Fifth Av
enue bouncing to the Pretenders. 

Billy snatched his third beer from 
the icy waters of the l.i'l Playmate 
cooler. "Too bad there isn't a real li'l 
playmate here.'' said Victor, eyeing a 
Vogue model who might have given 

him the lime of day if his last name 
were Kennedy. 

"Look at that fuckin' guy with the 
pink and blue hair," yelled lohnny as 
they hit Times Square. "Yo. bro. get 
lots of Wall Street jobs that way, huh?" 

Victor shook his head. "City's full 
of crazies, man. I heard they got some 
guy shooting people down in the sub
way with a bow and arrow. Fuckin' 
weird shit." 

As Victor gave his custom-made 
skull-shaped bong another light, an 
extremely attractive girl clad in shorts 
and a halter scurried madly into the 
street, holding out her arms for them 
to stop. 

"She looks like she's in trouble," said 
lohnny, braking so quickly the tires 
squealed. 

Victor tensed. "I think I'm in love 
or getting a hard-on." 

"Looks like she's sitting next to me." 
said Billy, and despite Victor's attempt 
to wrestle him to the front of the car 
(which cost him a button on his shirt 
and a small, triangular flap of skin). 
Billy held firmly onto his seal. 

"Hi. I'm Diane Lane." she said as 
she settled into the backseat. She asked 
if she could have a beer from the cooler. 
and popped the top with a clean, fluid 
motion. 

"I know this sounds crazy, but 
there's a psycho tailing us. He's driv
ing that beat-up Oldsmobile back there. 
and he's trying to kill me." 

Billy looked deeply into her spar
kling blue-gray eyes and tried not to 
stare too long at her pert breasts. 
bouncing along to the motion of the 
car. "Don't worry." he said. "We'll 
protect you." 

But what protection could be of
fered from the hideous twisted mind 
of Edgar Kurcska. a thirty-three-year-
old ex-mental patient recently re
leased on a clerical error when a clerk's 
splotch of poiato salad had landed on 
his file, obliterating the words "when 
hell freezes over" after the word "re
lease." F.dgar had set fire to his foster 
parents' home at twelve and strangled 
a fellow juvenile offender with a length 
of wire a scant six months later. Diane 
Lane was the only thing he could think 
about right now. Two days ago he had 
rented a VCR from Video World and 
watched Rumble i'ish continuously for 
thirty-seven hours in his cold, ill-lit 
one-room apartment. While his brain 
writhed with lust, he ate cold ham
burgers and cans of chocolate pud
ding. which he tossed out the open 
window onto the fire escape after he 
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For those who love 
the Frog... 

S.QROSS 

...here's a chance to own a signed, limited-edition 
lithograph of the original cartoon. 

T his is one of the most famous cartoons 
of the twentieth century. It was first 
published in the National Lampoon, 
and it is now being offered by the 

magazine to a limited number of buyers as a 
fine-quality offset lithograph. The printing will 
be limited to 1,500 copies, and to further en
hance the value of these lithographs, the artist, 
S. GROSS, will personally sign and number 
them. After the press run is completed, the film 
and the plate will be destroyed. 

The drawing will be printed on paper mea
suring seventeen inches by twenty-two inches, 
which will make it suitable for framing. 

If you would like to purchase one of these 
fine lithographs, please fill out the coupon and 
remit $25.00 for each one plus $2.00 for post

age and handling. Orders will be processed 
according to the postmark shown on the envelopes 
received, and in the event of oversubscription, 
monies will be refunded to those people who 
were late in sending in their requests. 

Please send me National IAimpoon Frog Lithographs 
at $25.00 plus $2.00 for postage and handling. 

Name 

Address 

City 

State 
I enclose $_ 

.Zip. 

NATIONAL LAMPOON. Dept. 684 
635 Madison Avenue,New York, N.Y. 10022 
New York residents, please add 814 percent sales tax 
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B Y G L E N A . M E E K 

AT THE 

SNEAK 
PREVIEWS 

W
ELL. IT WONT BE LONG are my "picks of the flicks" for sum- Meir's ghost. Gleason plays a redneck 

before the summer mer 1984. leatherneck chasing Reynolds and 
blockbusters arc busting company across war-torn southern 
into movie houses, and i ^^A>m • ^ ^ H B Lebanon. Burt and buddies must get a 
I've been busting my butt ^Jl B i I semi filled with TNT from Tripoli to 
trying to review them all | 1 I £ t the U.S. Marine headquarters in Bci-

ahead of time. Unfortunately, a pre- \*K^ ^ f p rut in under twenty-four hours. Explo-
scription-related short-term memory A ^ ^ ^ - ^ "V" sivc comedy. |erry Reed sings "Mid- _ 
problem prevents me from recalling •y, '*" ' I N ^ ^jML^ cast-Bound and Down." Pat 
all of the plots, and admittedly some ^ B * — ' » ^ ^ ^ ^ M -^^FVi McCormick and Paul Williams co-star, i 
of the story lines appear to have com- Smokey and the Shiite Moslems. Hurt "I found Reynolds s Druse accent less 
bincd like drunken strands of DNA. Reynolds. Sally Held. Jackie Gleason. than convincing,"says Gene. "The film }, 
Still. I have put my razor-sharp wit and Amin Gemayel. King Hussein. Yasir fails to capture the complex political * 
bullet-shaped head to use. and these Arafat, and Ingrid Bergman as Golda realities of the tragic situation in Leha- i 
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non. Plus we don't get to see enough 
of Sally Field." adds Roger. 

Flash-Burn Dancer. Jennifer Beats, la-
son Robards. Beals gets her appoint
ment to the ballet academy, bin the 
day after finds her hopes and dreams 

vaporized along with most of her 
friends and family in a massive nu
clear strike. Beals has a lot of energy 
in this film, but not as much as the 
fifty-megaton device that blasts Pitts
burgh into a sea of molten slae and 
glowing radioactive debris. Robards 
turns in a good performance as the 
dedicated but irradiated middle-aged 
doctor who wants to fuck her belore 
his dick falls off. Oh, what a feeling. 
"Doesn't look much like lennifer 
Beals's body in that vaporization se
quence, Roger." says Gene. "Don't be 

so picky, Gene." counters Roger. "It's 
only a movie." 

An Officer and a Gigolo. Richard Gere, 
Debra Winger. Gere is superb as a na
val air cadet who runs a dating service 
out of the barracks in this seamy ser-
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AT THE SUMMER MOVIE SNEAK PREVIEWS 

vice romp. Winger plays the small
town slut who befriends him. Gere lifts 
Winger up where she belongs in some 
of the steamier sex scenes. You'll cheer 
In he film's rousing finale as Gere gets 
her pregnant, then dumps her. 
"Richard Gere is fantastic, bul I just 
don't see the appeal ofDebra Winger." 
Gene pronounces. "Come off it. Gene: 
s/i<''.s ti doll." disagrees Roger. 

Indiana Jones and the Masonic Tem
ple of Death. Harrison lord. Karen Al
len. Mel Brooks. Zowie! Fo-d repeats 
his role as the rough-and-t.imblc ar
chaeologist who never gets time to 
shave, shower, or piss. This time Indy 
travels to South America, where he is 
forced to wear a funny hat and ride a 
tricycle in a parade. There's nary a dull 
moment as Indy escapes hordes of 
b i rned crippled children, crazed 
Shriners, and a nutty lew who thinks 
he's Hitler. 
"A rousing romp in the grand tradition 
of those old Raiders of the Lost Ark-
type movies." enthuses Gene. "More 
like not a very thoughtful film. Gene." 
Roger disagrees. 

Never Say Pussy Again. Sean Con-
ncry. Maud Adams. Honor Rlackman. 
Bond is back and he's bitter as hell. 
Conncry returns as an older bul wiser 
007. dismissed from the secret service 
after contracting herpes from one of 
the thousands of women he screwed 
without ever once using a rubber. Bond 
sets off on a personal vendetta to find 
the girl responsible, but along the way 
encounters the most sinister Bond vil
lain to date: a genetic combination of 
Blofeld and Oddjob called Blojob. 
Bond finally stumbles onto the aging 
Pussy Galore—quite literally, after 
tripping over her sagging b-casts. Re
al zing that he once used ic pork this 
now-old fossil. Bond turns his PPK on 
himself and takes the honorable way 
out. Last of a series. 
"Connery's Bond is delightful as al
ways. " Gene declares, "but I was hored 
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by the women in the picture. " "You're 
standing on my foot, Gene." Roger 
criticizes. 

AT&T: The Antitrustrial. Peter Coy
ote, Drew Barry more. Cliff Robertson. 
A huge conglomerate crashes to Earth. 
is broken up. but then is reborn as 
seven separate entities. Unfortunately. 
it will still cost you more to phone 
home. 
"Brilliantly conceived. Masterfully ex
ecuted. A bi% yes' on this blockbust
er, " applauds Gene. "I seem to have 
lost my dime." mutters Roger. 

Sudden Random Violence. Clint East-
wood. Sondra Locke. Chief Dan 
George. Dirty Harry still hasn't cleaned 
up his act. Once again. Harry's supe
riors question his "unorthodox meth
ods" after Harry practices some .44-
calibcr proctology on a suspected child 
sodomizer and blows the brains of a 
crooked politician into the first foui 
rows of Candlestick Park during a 
49crs game. Good use of San Fran
cisco locations abound: Harry kills a 
Chink in Chinatown, knifes a mugger 
in a cable car. and garrotes a rapist on 
the Golden Gate Bridge. Naturally, 
Harry is temporarily suspended, but 
later redeems himself by shooting a 
pair of street mimes played by Shields 
and Yarncll. 
"Eastwood is magnificent as always. 
but I have to say that Sondra Locke is 
a cheap little tramp." impugns Gene. 
"This is classic cinema." Roger as
serts. 

Porkers. Kermit the Frog. Miss Piggy. 
Prank Oz. )im Henson's Muppets fi
nally achieve the satiric promise shown 
in early episodes of "Saturday Night 

N A T I O N A L » C L A M P O O N 

Live" in this crafty Pjrky's parody. 
Kermit plays the oversexed teenage 
frog who chases the divine Miss Piggy 
through seedy Miami bars, high school 
locker rooms, and other barnyard lo
cations in hopes of having her perform 
oral sex on him. We won't reveal the 
ending, but look for Miss Piggy to wind 
up with a frog in her throat in the film's 
hilarious climax. 
"An these guys puppets or what?" de
mands Gene. Man. I just love those 
little fuckers." Roger affirms. 

-. v-vLl 
Jaws 4 x 4 . Mel Gibson. Roy Schei-
der. famie Lee Curtis. It's our favorite 
mechanical shark, converted to four-
wheel drive, versus a menacing tanker 
truck in this incoherent feature jointly 
directed by Steven Spielberg (jaws, 
Duel) and his friend George Miller 
[The Road Warrior). Gibson is fine as 
the down-under, down-on-his-luck 
truck driver who is beaten, gouged, 
shot, slabbed, slashed, and eventually 
run over by each of tie truck's eigh
teen wheels. Still smarting from the 
Twilight Zone disaster. Spielberg re
turns to his classic cinematic style, fill
ing the frame with dozens of million-
eigawatt klieg lights blasting through 
Fog-shrouded doorways. You'll laugh 
with Scheider and reach for lamic Lee's 
tits in this 3-D eye-popper. 
"Mel Gibson is awesome." coos Gene. 
"I give this film a big 'yes' vote." "Silly. 
Confusing. Adolescent. I loved it." says 
Roger. 

Star Trek III: The Wrath of Conned 
Fans. Shatner. Nimoy, Kelly, and 
everyone else. Vulgar language erupts 
often in this movie, usually when the 
fans realize that 73 percent of the 
scenes are stock footage from Treks 1 
and II. and 85 percent of the plot from 
one of the less memorable TV epi
sodes. The Enterprise is plunged into 
jeopardy when Sulu accidentally backs 
the ship into a time warp. Here they 
discover that Spock's life force has 
melded with an old twentieth-century 
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weather satellite. Spoek wants to either i 
"merge with the Creator" or bend Wil- | 
lard Scott over a coffee table. Once 
again the theme of old age is explored. 
this time with the emphasis on reliev
ing constipation and keeping Shat-
ner's dentures from slipping during I 
extreme close-ups of his mouth. 
"This is a film for the kid in all of us." 

comments Gene knowingly. "Speak for 
yourself, shithead." Roger quietly dis
agrees. 

Brew Thunder. Rick Moranis. Dave 
Thomas. For reasons never fully ex
plained. the Canadian government 
commissions the McKenzic brothers 
to test their newest attack helicopter. 
The boys fly to a convenience store. 
buy some beer, get drunk, and blast 
the living hell out of downtown Ib-
ronlo. Beauty, eh? 
"Trankly. I thought this movie was an 
insult to our great neighbor lo the 
north." Gene comments. "Who's that, 
Gene?" asks a bewildered Roger. 

Trading Faces. Eddie Murphy. Dan 
Aykroyd. Jamie Lee Curtis, her tits. Is 
it the color of a man's skin that deter
mines if he will become a successful 
stockbroker or an itinerant bum? Ot
is it just thick lips, a pug nose, and 
kinky hair that bring out the lynching 
instinct? As part of an elaborate test. 
Aykroyd and Murphy must literally 
"trade faces." Aykroyd is predictable 
as the stockbroker who slides from 
white collar to white trash. I le gets his 
nose pushed in. his lips flattened, and 
naturally the first thing he docs is 
screw a white woman (played by Cur
tis). Murphy steals the show as the 
streetwise jiveass with surgically 
straightened hair and an abbreviated 
cock who climbs the corporate ladder. 
This film has a lol to say about bigotry 
and racial prejudice, and why it's funny 
when a black comic says "nigger." but 
a white guy gets punched. 
"Eddie Murphy bores me," Gene says. 
"Tuck you, Gene," says Roger. m 
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DIANE LANE S ALL-STAR CRUISE TO HELL 

I C O N T I N U E D F R O M P A G E 3 2 1 

was through. And. of course, pickle 
chips, a snack of his own invention that 
consisted of sliced and deep-fried sec
tions of dill pickle. 

In fact, he was munching on pickle 
chips now. dipping his dirty, ink-
smeared hands into the greasy paper 
bag containing the odious snack. It lay 
next to the closed medical bag that 
contained all his skin-grafting equip
ment. 

"He's gaining on us." barked Victor 
to Johnny. "Turn on Fifty-ninth and go 
over the bridge." 

The Mustang cornered on two 
wheels and shot onto the ramp leading 
to the Qucensboro Bridge, the struc
ture connecting the lands of designer-
chocolate boutiques and failing office-
supply firms. 

Johnny wove madly through the 
traffic, giving a terrific scrape to a 
white Cadillac containing a mother and 
her six-year-old daughter who had gone 
into "file City" to be visited upon (as 
the Egyptians were by boils, frogs, and 
loss of offspring) by the curse of iden
tical frosted, layered hairstyles (done 
by an unrepentant woman-hating fag 
of the old school) at a First Avenue 
salon. 

"Thai bag seems pretty upset," said 
Victor. The mother's face turned an 
interesting shade of red. and then a 
sort of bluish color as she began shout
ing. Johnny shook his head. 

"It's really sad when a person has to 
get her sense of self-worth from the 
car she drives." 

They were doing sixty in traffic as 
they left the bridge, screeching around 
the metal girders supporting the ele
vated trains. As the car swerved sud
denly to avoid a sidewalk fruit vendor, 
Diane Lane fell into Billy's arms. Her 
moist lips parted sensuously and . . . 

"Cut! That's a take, everyone." 
The crew applauded as Diane Lane 

got out of the car. She turned and 
smiled, saying "Thanks, guys." 

Ferris Fennis. the assistant director 
of the film, stuck his moon-shaped. 
bog-hat-adorncd head into the Mus
tang. 

"Nice work, fellas. There's coffee and 
doughnuts in the truck over there. Mr. 
Coppola thanks you very much." 

He picked up his bullhorn and spoke 
to the crowd. 

"Will all the trcnchball players re
port to the tram area . . . thank you." 

"A movie." said Billy. "Jesus Christ. 
a movie . . . " 

Edgar Kureska pulled in next to 
Johnny's Mustang, and exited his Deita 
88. 

"Nice work, guys," he said, and 
headed over to the catering truck. 
brushing nasi Diane Lane. She. of 
course, didn't realize that he really was 
a psycho who had killed the actor who 
had been hired to play the psycho 
chasing her, just as he had killed all 

the stuntmen hired to be in the stu
dio's rented red Mustang, and a Ko
rean fruit vendor, just for luck. 

I low would I know? I am Edgar Ku
reska. And I need skin. 

EDWARDS FINISHED READING AND Si
lently passed the manuscript to Mc
Closkey. who sat on the ice chest and 
slowly turned the brittle yellow pages 
while Edwards went back to sifting 
through the scattered debris to find 
anything further which might serve as 
some sort of clue to the chain of events 
that had ended here. 

After a few minutes, McCloskey 
looked up. "Bizarre," he said. 

Edwards losscd away the roltcd shoe 
he had been examining. "Yeah." he 
agreed. "I can't make head or tail of 
it. Who in hell was Diane Lane?" 

McCloskey didn't answer. He stared 
at the manuscript in his hands as if he 
hoped to learn something of impor
tance from its precise size, thickness. 
and weight. "What was this guy doing 
here on Mars? That's what I want to 
know." he finally said. "Anything else 
in that mess?" 

"A few empty beer cans—cheap 
stuff from out of the Asteroid Belt. I'd 
wager, but I don't recognize the label. 
If s in Zelganian, of course." 

McCloskey chuckled. "I thought you 
were supposed to be the scholar on 
this mission." 

"Scholar, sure. Greek and l>atin I can 
read. French and Zelganian, the lan
guages of space, 1 never bothered to 
learn. Who'd have thought I'd be com
manding a mutant-disposal detail on 
Mars?" 

"Well, now it looks like you've got 
two funerals to conduct." McCloskey 
nodded toward the bleached human 
skeleton that still lay forlornly, as they 
had found it. on the crater's lip. "Any
thing else?" 

"An old Earth-made Swingline sta
pler, twentieth-century, manufac
tured in Queens. Pretty crude by to
day's standards, but I guess it could 
have punched a small steel staple 
through a sheaf of papers in its day. 
It's too rusted to be of use 10 anyone 
now, of course, and even if it did work 
I don't know where you'd find staples 
to fit it. Also a regulation Lunar Bor
der Corps helium cartridge belt, which 
you could pick up in any of a thousand 
surplus stores in the Outer Colonies. 
And one shoe. Left, if I remember cor
rectly." 

McCloskey looked at Edwards with 
admiration. His calm logic and keen 
I C O N T I N U t I) O N I' A G I 1 ? > 
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Dance, dance, dance above the clouds! 

© 

(or Dear Class Chairman 

Chairperson!), 

Prom. The Prom. Certainly you'll 

agree that it is the most special event of 

your life, the culmination of four years of 

hard work and unforgettable fun. Sure, 

there'll be tears aplenty at the end, even 

for popular girls, as you "bid adieu" to 

lockers and friends, hearts full of adrenaline 

and hope at thirty thousand feet. 

Thirty thousand feet?!! 

You bet. That is, if you choose to make 

your prom extra special for you and your 

not yet forgotten classmates aboard the 

Prom Glider'". Newly relicensed, polished, 

and proud, the Prom Glider is once again 

delighted to send your entire senior class 

hurtling into the stratosphere at nearly 

twice the speed of sound. Imagine—twice 

the speed of soundl 

And what sounds there will be aboard 

the greatest airborne funtertainment 

center ever constructed—the shrieks of 

laughter, the ooofis and aaahs of blind 
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wonderment, the gluump-gluump of sobs 

choked back as you and your date actually 

dance among the clouds—to either the 

mellow strains of Biff Clorman and the 

Glideroos or the heavy-metal experience 

of hard-rockin' Mach II. 

And what luxury you'll enjoy! Our staff 

of sixteen (twenty-three if you choose the 

special swimming pool/space pod 

attachment strapped to the glider's great 

underbelly) will attend to your every whim, 

whether It's "Coat check, please" or "Say, 

how about some more oxygen." You'll be 

wined and dined* in elegant, "high-flying" 

fashion as your host, the completely 

exonerated Cap'n Jim "Ace" McLean, 

dispenses wry quips and weather reports 

over the RA. 

In fact, if he wore here now he'd probably 

be saying, "Hey, kids, listen to these 

features. Tired of dancing? Check out the 

glass-bottom hot tubs, which afford the 

finest view in the whole tri-state area. Date 

got cold feet? Try these tubs. For those 

lounge lizards aboard, try our wing-top 

bowling alleys, overseen by Poppy "Wing 

Wildman" Somniferum, an authentic 

aviation daredevil from the roaring 

twenties. Billiards, too!" 

And safety? Don't give it a second 

thought. We haven't (heh-heh). Seriously, 

though, we're pretty darn confident that 

holding your prom with us is ten times safer 

than holding it in your bathtub—and a lot 

more fun. At about half the cost of 

completely refurbishing your gym, you and 

your class can float obliviously among the 

stars, rocketing toward a date with destiny 

you'll never forget. 

Cold cuts, cooler breezes, coolest prom 

of all! See you aboard the Prom Glider. 

Yours truly, 

Memories and magi 

'7hi* time the joke's on that stu 
clown, Willie, but he'll be okay 

parachute opens." 

"Shhhl Cap'n's taking 
nap, but don't worr 
everythlng's on autopilot. 

"I'm so glad those crude lads 
from Central won't be 

crashing our prom this year." 

PROM GLIDER 
Specifications: 

Al Grezyeck 

President 

Prom Glider International 

Length: 
Wingspan: 
Loaded weight: 
Max. speed: 
Max. altitude: 
Weaponry: 
Mission: 

164 ft. 9 in. 
186 ft. 2 in. 

96 tons 
1,150 mph 
56,000 ft. 

virtually none 
prom fun unlimited 

'Just on oxpretsion. Actually there thould be no liquor 
aboard, IOVO for the operator's private stock. 
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in the stratosphere! 

You won't believe the view 
from here, Doug . . . Doug?/" 

International 

Hotel/Hospital Delgado 

Oxacala. Mexico 

Name School 

Address — : , 

Yes! Wc arc interested in a prom in the sky, Please send us 

more information. 
Number of release forms needed 

50 100 200 300 500 

Prom Glidci International b •< wholly owned siiteidiarj of Oridanzo/Orwycck 
Kiiieipnscv .i corporation licensed iind registered in (he State of Moiclo<, Mcxuo. 
SMOKING: Smoking " permitted iboard the l'i Glider, but J word to the vruc-
don'i RCI tooclojc to those hlghl) volatile hydrogen rocket fuel tanks. 

PROM GLIDER SCHEDULE 
1600 HOURS. Check-in. Coats and passports. 
please! Yout magical journey is now only a Few 
hours away. 

2 0 0 0 HOURS. Takeoff. Strap in tight! Twenty 

(»"s is nothing to snec/.c at, Foi the first four 

minutes of its flight, the Prom Glider will be 
careening spaceward at virtually a ninety-degree 
angle, just like a rocket! 

2 0 3 0 HOURS. Let's dance. Scat belts come 

Off and corsages go on as the band strikes up 

youi prom theme. whcthei it's "I 'p When 

Belong" <T "I'lv like an Eagle." 
2031 HOURS. Stop dancing. We've lot a 

pocket of turbulence, so you'll all have to return 

to your seats fot just a few minutes. 

2 2 0 0 HOURS. Snaektime. The Prom Glider 

is not equipped with a Full kitchen, but many 

deli treats are available here at a modest extra 

charge, from hot dogs to space food sinks. Kvet 

dream you'd be chomping on an anehovy-and-

egg sandwich four miles above your hometown.9 

Chubbies, feel free to eat hearty and drink 

lustily from the keg—this close to outer space. 

your weight is cut in half! 

2 2 3 0 HOURS. Water landing drill, better 

safe than a lifeless corpse washed up on a lonely 

beach, so listen up as YMCA-trained instructors 

Su/.y and Deb discuss procedures in the highly 

unlikely event of a water landing, since virtually 

all flying will be over the Midwestern states. 

2 3 0 0 HOURS. The king and queen. Crown 

the king and queen? OfcoURC we'll crown them, 

but i t \ - W we'll crown them, for ten thrilling 

seconds, the Prom Glider will plunge seemingly 
helplessly earthwardi only t<> recovei in the nick 
of time and K" soaring spaceward once mow as 
the winners arc announced. It's a full moon 

outside, but that's no werewolf, only bearded 

Cap'n Jim McLean giving Ins familial kiss to 

ihe new queen. 

2330 HOURS. Tired of doncing? Dancing 

too exciting or date turning your stomach? Check 

out continuous showings of The Rip/it Sunt in 

Play Area II. 

0100 HOURS. Parachute into the After-

Prom. Don't be the last t0 head out the hatch! 

As your magical journey through the 
stratosphere ends with customary abruptness, 
you bail out with your date. The rest is up to 

you. So lung, srarvoyt/tf/y.' 
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DIANE LANES ALL-STAR CRUISE TO HELL 

( C O N T I N U E D F R O M P A G E J 8 » 

attention to detail were wasted on mu
tant-disposal duty. He should have 
been a detective back on Earth. Old 
Earth, that is. Before the planet had 
been scarred nearly beyond recogni
tion by the results of the Tinderberg 
Experiment and the hideous plagues 
which had followed it 

"It's a good thing you're command
ing this mission and not Rosovsky." 
McCloskey told Edwards with a smile. 
"He was a good man when it came to 
doing things by the book, of course. 
but he'd have been lost if he'd been 
presented with an unexpected situa
tion like this." 

A cloud descended over Edwards's 
face. "I'd rather you didn't talk about 
Rosovsky. Sergeant." he said coldly. 
"Maybe you forgot that I was on the 
expedition where he went insane and 
killed those two cadets." The cloud 
passed. "I'm sorry, )im. I didn't mean 
to snap at you like that." 

"Forget it. Chief." 
"Let's go back lo the ship. There's 

nothing more we can do here, and be
sides, we've got our own job to do. This 
is a matter for the Interplanetary Po
lice." The two stood up and put their 
helmets on. "Oh, and you'd better 
bring that manuscript along—I have a 
feeling it's going to be an important 
clue." Edwards added, his voice com
ing through McCloskey's earphones 
with the usual metallic distortion. 

As they climbed out of the crater. 
they once more passed the skeleton half 
buried in the red Martian dust. "Seems 
almost wrong to leave him here like 
this." McCloskey said. 

"He'll get a decent burial once the 
investigation's complete. Hell, he's 
been wailing ihere for the last four 
thousand years; I guess he can stand 
another couple of days." 

When they reached the ship, elab
orate preparations were already under 
way for the grim task that had brought 
them here to this barren planet. "Dis
posal" was the official word for what 
they were doing, and "disposal" was 
the word they themselves preferred. 
except in iheir most bitter moments. 
The other word—"execution"—had 
itself started out as a euphemism, Ed
wards recalled from his school days. 
but it had uuiekly grown as emoiiou-
ally charged as the real word for their 
activity—"killing." 

Casey and Moustaffa. two raw con
scripts from the mining camps on Ve
nus. were arguing about the latest 
trenchball stars as they put the finish
ing touches on the lead-lined shaft in 
which the mutant's body would be 
scaled after Dr. Gwachmann pro
nounced it (never "he") no longer or
ganically functioning (never "dead"). 

"Hey, you know, that Dirk Wer-
ezwa—he is one mighty man of the 
trench, eh? I say to you that there is 
not one hallmcister in the Planetary 

' i H 

League whose scatbanding is so bleep
ing fine." 

"Casey, I think to myself that it must 
be you who has been hit on the head 
by too many trenchballs to say as fool
ish a remark as that one. Werezwa, 
ah—maybe he looks to be one big fel
low when he is hiding his scat, but 
when he has to go out on the grun-
nells. ah-ah—ihen you just see one lit
tle bleeping coward." 

"Ooooh, Moustaffa, you so greatly 
fill me with anger . . . " 

"Boys, boys!" Edwards cut in. "I 
think you should give more thought to 
aligning those molybdenum bolls and 
less to disputing ihe fine points of 
trenchball." 

As the two Venusians went back to 
work. Edwards went over to where Dr. 
Gwachmann was standing with sev
eral othci mcmbcis of ihe medical 
staff. He had made little secret on this 
trip of the fact thai he despised 
Gwachmann. He supposed Gwach
mann ascribed his attitude, if he no
ticed it at all. to the usual friction be
tween the military and medical 
divisions of the F.G.).S., but in Ed
wards's case the dislike was more per
sonal. In his mind Gwachmann was a 
cold-blooded killer who represented 
everything that was hypocritical and 
distasteful about mutant-disposal duty. 

"Einstein. Oppenhcimer, Bantrcx 
VII—all scientists have had to face the 
fact that science herself is inherently 
without morals." Gwachmann was 
saying to one of his colleagues, as if 
aware of Edwards's thoughts. "Oh. 
Chief Edwards. I trust you've met Nur-
jitt and lohnson. my assistants?" 

"Oh yes, I'm sure we've been intro
duced." Edwards answered noncom-
mittally. "How are the preparations 
proceeding?" 

"Everything is ready on our end, 
Chief Edwards," Gwachmann said 
quietly, as if to imply that it was the 
military half of the mission which was 
holding things up. as usual. "I under
stand you and McCloskey ran into 
someihing a bit out of the ordinary out 
in F Sector." 

"News travels fast. What we found 
was some son of wreckage, extremely 
ancient, I'd say—no doubt uncovered 
by the shifting sands since the last aer
ial survey of the area." 

"Not sand. Dust. The term 'sand' 
implies a silicon base, and. as you know. 
the Martian surface . . . " 

"Spare me, Gwachmann," Edwards 
said, his hostility unusually acute. 

"Forgive me. sir." Gwachmann said, 
( C O N T I N U E D O N P A C E 4 8 > 
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B Y K E V I N C U R R A N 

HEY I'M A NOR 
.every time the phone rings, I want 

to throw it out the window. 

.. .animated or puppet trademarks of 
breakfast cereals or frozen peas seem 

to offer much more sensible and 
realistic advice than my parents. 

...sometimes it bothers me that Ed 
Ames never really made it on his own. 

... I believe the Bible is literally true. 
I don't, however, attach much 

importance to it. 

.. .everywhere I go I seem to run into 
lames Caan or someone who 

claims to have sold him something 
at some point. 

... I often seem to communicate 
telepathically with wives of members 

of the pro bowlers' tour. 

... I carefully read long ads in the back 
of hunting magazines that start with 
headlines like "How You Can Make 

$100 a Week or More Stuffing 
Envelopes in Your Sparc Time." 

usually not remembering until I've 
finished reading that I already have a 

high-paying job. 

. . . I don't give a Hying fuck about the 
Rosenbergs, one way or the other. 

... I think people with high I.Q.'s. 
except for science goons, should 

receive discounts on everything. These 
discounts would be paid for by a tax 

on stupid people. 

... it is my earnest conviction that 
only very stupid people prefer cocaine 

to good liquor, even though 
I spend thousands of dollars a year on 

the stuff myself. 

...if I had children. I would insist that 
they be bussed long distances. 
whether or not it would help to 

achieve racial integration. 

. . . I don't understand why 
corporations like Mobil don't print 

cartoons instead of long-winded 
editorials that nobody reads but if 

they did read would make them hale 
Mobil even more. Possible titles: 
"The GaS-A-Roo Girls." "Pumps 

Ahoy," "Pill T:r Up." 

...when I see one of those tiny, 
yapping toy dogs, the kind that give 
real dogs a bad name, being walked 

down the street by the kind of 
person who takes pride in owning 

such a nervous, high-strung, inbred 
freak, I unconsciously measure the 

size of my shoe to see H I could step 
right on top of the dog and cover 

it completely. 

... whole days pass when I translate 
every date I hear into how big it would 

be in dog years. 

. . . I continue to recognize Texas as an 
independent republic. 

...the English never seem particularly 
civilized to me, unless they're 

smoking pipes. 

.. .those Zen lews are really beginning 
to get on my nerves. 

... I think the world would be a much 
better place if we'd fought the French 

in World Wars I and II. 

... I think more judges should wear 
novelty T-shirts while sentencing the 

perpetrators of particularly 
heinous crimes. 

. . . 1 think musical comedies make 
about as much sense as hi-fi 

trash cans. 

. . . if I'm on a crowded elevator going 
down and someone comes on at the 

second floor. I always go. "Hey. great. 
We're really glad you joined us. . . 

(pause)... fuekhead." 

... 1 believe women's gymnastics 
should play a more important role in 

the presidential selection process. 

... I get this amazingly bad headache 
every time I listen to jazz. 

. . . I always get Jim Jones and |im 
Nabors confused, and then say the 

wrong thing. 

... I think maybe Roman Polanski is 
on to something. 
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N D P E T E R G A F F N E Y 

VIALGUY BUT.. 

...I believe that Christmas, not 
Halloween, is the holiday when you 

should try to scare people. 

.. .ever since I got cable TV. I never 
watch one show for longer than 

thirty seconds, unless it has naked 
people on it. 

. . . I always wonder what my weight 
would be on the moon, then forget to 

look it up. 

.. .2:00 RM. docs not seem to me an 
unreasonable hour to wake up. 

... 1 firmly believe that my 
grandpappy s maxim. "It always pays 

to lie." still holds true to this day. 
However. I tell only pointless lies, 

like about the color of my house or my 
grades in high school. I think it's 
uncool to lie if there's any good 

reason for it. 

... even though of course I can't agree 
with their economic programs, I think 

the Nazis were pretty hip dressers. 

...I still don't believe men really 
landed on the moon. 1 realize the 

technology is there; I just don't think 
it actually happened. I predict that 
it will happen, though, in the near 

future. 

... I think lucking over peasants 
should be known as "the sport of 

kings." Horse racing should be known 
as "the sport of semi-alcoholic losers 

and wise guys." 

... I think vegetarians are the real 
criminals around here. 

. . . I often remark. "That reminds me 
of the story of the wise man and the 

goat." and then run out of the room in 
tears. It feels just like you've been 

kicked in the stomach. 

... when a higher-up in my corporation 
phones with an important message. I 
like to respond with "Hey. are you on 

'hides, buddy, or what?" 

...sometimes I find myself not putting 
jam on my English muffin in a 

restaurant, because I might have a 
hard time opening the jam packet 
and everyone would think, "Boy. 

what a crudface!" 

. . . I wonder if homos would enjoy 
fist-lucking each other even more if 

there were some Cracker Jacks type of 
prize in the other man's anus. 

... I can't help finding myself whistling 
Red Sovine songs just a bit too loudly 
when I'm being awarded a prestigious 
decoration like the Legion of Honor or 

the Iron Cross. 

. . . I could see myself test-driving a 
big lobster. For kicks, mind you, 

for kicks. 

... I sometimes wonder why the "wee 
folk" of Celtic mythology have taken 

up residence in my colon. 

.. .every time I see Betty and Veronica 
together. I get a boner. 

...I sometimes go for weeks at a 
stretch eating nothing but 

canned chili. 

. . . I sec absolutely no connection 
between warfare and the game 

of football. 

. . . I still wonder what would have 
happened if I had skipped out before 
my finals freshman year and headed 
for Mexico. Would I be the president 

of Mexico, a Mexican dentist. 
or what? 

Would my wife have the lire of 
lust and life in her eyes, or would she 

be starting to look kind of fat and 
stupid and Mexican? 

... I think the "New German Cinema" 
would be a lot better if Stuart 

Margolin were featured in more of 
its productions. 

.. .every time someone says, "Let's go 
to Bun N' Burger." I say, "More like 
Bun N" Booger," even though I know 

it's not funny. Then I go and order 
the cheeseburger deluxe 

without tomatoes. 

... I would vote unhesitatingly for any 
presidential candidate with the 

nickname "GT Slim |im." 
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DIANE LANE'S ALL-STAR CRUISE TO HELL 

( C O N T I N U E D F R O M P A C K 4 2 ) 

preserving his calm, as always. If there 
was a trace of sarcasm in his last word. 
it was so slight as to create in his lis
tener an uncertainty as to whether it 
was something he had heard or merely 
imagined. "'I understand." Gwach-
mann continued, "that you've called 
in the Interplanetary Police. Isn't that 
a bit unusual in the case of an incident 
that probably took place thousands of 
years ago?" 

"I'm just doing things by the book. 
Gwachmann. You know as well as I do 
that it's not up to me to make that kind 
of judgment." 

Gwachmann looked at Edwards 
with something that might be de
scribed as pity. All of Edwards's noble 
virtues—his sense of honor, his de
votion to duty, his honesty and love of 
justice—all of these would have heen 
admirable in a man. In a robot they 
were merely superfluous. Of course, 
they were all robots, all of them except 
the thing in a cage in the bowels of the 
ship, the thing they had come here to 
deslrov. the mutant. 

Me. 
"Mutant"—it is their word for 

"man." Only they have forgotten—or 
tried to forget—that it is they who are 
the robots and we who are, or were, 
the men. Oh. we have changed since 
your time, and I don't think you would 
recognize us as your own species if you 
saw us now. In this war you would find 

yourselves drawn to the side of Ed
wards and Gwachmann. for it is Ed
wards and Gwachmann who look like 
you. talk like you. and even, in a way. 
think like you (for we who created 
them did our jobs well). A small mat
ter if those thoughts of theirs arc pat
terns on a circuit board rather than 
the firings of neurons. And circuit 
boards, after all, have proved them
selves far more resistant to the deadly 
Z radiation than mere neurons. 

And so today it is our former ser
vants who have become our extermi
nators. There is nothing so terribly sin
ister about it. after all—just an 
example of the survival of the fittest. 
If I were in Edwards's place, I'd feel 
fewer qualms than he over the "dis
posal" of something as grotesquely 
twisted, as hideously deformed (inside 
and out) as my kind We had our 
chance, and because we asked for too 
much—for immortality, which is the 
rightful possession only of gods and 
robots—we were hurtled into oblivion 
by that unwitting agent of cosmic jus
tice. Dr. Julius Tmderberg. 

All of which is not to say thai I was 
just going to sit there in my cage and 
wait for them to inject me with alpha-
6 and seal me up in that hole on Mars 
(on Mars, of course, because it was still 
wired into their electronic brains that 
they could not harm a human being 
on Earth; outside Earth, however. 
where we had used robots as soldiers 

in the two-centurics-long war for 
domination of the solar system, their 
bloodlust was set free). I had hidden 
a teleportation transmitter in my 
derby—robots are forbidden to touch 
your hat, of course—and when I was 
certain that I wasn't being watched. 1 
used it. Robots don't know about tele
portation transmitters. We never told 
them. 

When my molecules reassembled 
themselves in the transport room of 
my sleek intergalactic star cruiser. I was 
laughing so hard that I almost hit the 
"Maximum Dispersion" button, which 
would have spread my atoms out over 
this whole corner of the Milky Way. It 
felt good to be free, to be in a position 
to give orders rather than take them. 
Thrusting several of my more useless 
appendages over my shoulder where 
they would be out of the way, 1 pro
pelled my monstrous bulk through the 
length of the gravity-free ship to the 
bridge. There, after settling myself into 
a command couch specially contoured 
to my unusual, rather inelegant shape, 
1 gave the order for the reanimation of 
my crew. One hundred identical clones. 
fully conditioned for total loyalty and 
devotion. Robots would have been 
cheaper, of course, but perhaps you can 
understand that, despite my genuine 
admiration. 1 have rather a distate of 
robots. 1 had bred the clones from a 
skin scraping taken a very long time 
ago. in a place that now existed not 
even in memory. 

As their crew took their places on 
the bridge, 1 spoke to the navigator. 
"What is vour designation, naviga
tor?" 

"Number Eleven, sir." 
"Very good. Number Eleven. Set a 

course for Alpha Ccntauri." 
Perhaps the robots were right. Per

haps mankind, so twisted and debased 
from the results of its own impossible 
cravings, was indeed a sort of infec
tion. If so. it was spreading. I laughed 
evilly. A hundred Diane Lanes laughed 
with me. but their laugh was pure and 
innocent. 

DIANE LANE FINISHED READING THE 

briny manuscript she had fished from 
the waters near her Malibu cottage. She 
shuddered at whatever instinct had 
made her retrieve that bottle. 

"An interesting story, I'm sure you'll 
agree." the voice called out from the 
dunes behind her. "Too bad you'll be 
reading it again—in hell." 

Diane looked at the stranger's flash
ing red eyes. Would the helicopter ar
rive in time? • "/ suggest that we grab a bite first." 
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Off-Colored Language By William Sapphire 

Exterminating 
the Ethiopes 

A most piquant glob of 
phraseology seems lo be 
dangling from every lip in 
the Justice Department 
these days: l e t 's kill ull the 
Negroes |KNEE-grows|. 
Memos, mimeos and me
dia al ike (a l l i te ra t ion 
aweigh!) have been 
swarming with this buzz 
phrase. (Buzz words lead 
to buzz phrases and thusly 
to buzz columns.) Over in 
Defense, the Pcnlagonians 
say Let 's croak all the 
Samfaoa, while behind the 
blue doors to the Green 
Room (in the Whi te 
House—such chi ld ish 
terms!) the President him
self (President Ronald 
Himself?—such apposi-
lives are positively confus
ing!) bus been known lo 
SUggCSt «/<'ci I I K I [ H I ; : den i 

darkies. (Our President is 
alliterate.) 

Why then so many vari
ants? (Variations means 
the same thing, you fuck
ing morons, so forget writ
ing some witless ungram-
matical letter in protest. Eh, 
Gads |a Middle Engl ish 
spelling of (Jod|! Don't you 
people have anything bet
ter to do than nitpick an ar
ticle?) If butchering all the 
burrheuds is indeed offi
cial government po l icy , 
then why can't the Phrase 
Administrators (in the Bu
reau of Clauses. Depart
ment of Sentences, oper
at ing under the Federal 
Paragraph Act of 1945—to 
hear me tell it) agree upon 
a proper un i f i ca t ion of 
terms? If Hoohert Heever 
(WW.) had promised "a hen 
in every kettle" or "a ham 

in every oven" ut different 
whistle-stops, he'd still bo 
stone dead today, but "a 
chicken in every pot" won 
him an election once. (To 
win in I9K4. candidates wil l 
no doubt be promising "a 
warhead in every silo ' or 
" a loophole in every 
bracket . ) 

Attempting to properly 
identify the slogan (while 
dangl ing a modi f ier ) , I 
called a friend of mine over 
at the Agency for Interna
tional Slaughter. I Ic claims 
the virgin concept came out 
of t he I-'. D. l . in I he 1 Kill's. It 
seems old J. Edgar Hoover 
(Heever?) had a pet solu
tion to the race problem: 
He was known to sug
gest slaughtering the 
schvartzes—no doubt a 
throwback to his Jewish 
mother's Yiddish roots (not 
redundant (Yiddish is not 
necessarily Jewish)! Nazis 
aren't always German). 
'Hie notion of annihilating 
the b lack race f irst ap
peared in pr int around 
1860, when Bif "Bunny" 
Hngwcedle. editor of the 
S w e a t g l u n d (Georg ia ) 
Peach Pit, suggested culm' 
all culuds (sic) (but not sick) 
in the event the Northern 
states tried emancipating 
Southern chattel. Around 
the Press Club today. 1 still 
overhear colleagues rec
ommending lynching the 
jiguboos or genociding the 
boogies (yah. yah. so what 
if genociding is improper 
noun-verb gerunding? 
Don't hassle me, I'm just 
quoting!). Even in the De
partment of Educat ion. 
those sensitive ed psych 

types have been known to 
go so far as to recommend 
perishing a few pickanin
nies. (Gerund, gcr-alikc?) 

So which is right (or cor
rect or proper—lay off al
ready!)? Ever since The 
Great Vowel Shift, light-
asses like this scribe have 
been trying to tell ignora
muses like you readers how 
to talk good. (You can lead 
a writer to well but you 
can't make him use it.) 
Anyway (a summarizing 
adverb), right grammar is 
like sex—ifit feels good, do 
it. If you want to murder a 
few melon eaters, say so. If 
liquidating a dozen apelips 
is your thing, speak your 
murderous, racist mind. 
Call 'cm Sambos, smokes. 
slaves or shit skins. Lynch 
'em. demise 'em or pop 'em 
off. It's all the same. (So 
why bother with this arti
cle? It's Sunday morning, 
don't you got something 
better to do? |Go fuck your 
wifc!| Who cares? No one 
reads this whole column 
anyway. Who could?, with 
al l the parenthet ica l 
marks&—haywire punc
tua t ion : and constant ly 
tortured; train of thought?) 

Inasmuch as (a dandy 
subordinating conjunction 
that 1 tend to favor) I al
ways end this column with 
my characteristic pun-filled 
(pun-fsh is another thri l l I 
enjoy) wordp lay , let me 
summarize by suggesting 
that when I was a speech-
writer for Nixon, thut dis
graced paragon of the sole-
clsm was fond of 1 
remark ing that the A i r ? 
Force ought to defoliate the 1 
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My secretary, who writes 
this column, says that I 
wouldn't notice if she 
called me a shithead up 
here in big bold type. 

jungle bunnies. Us gram
marians (catch mat?) 
pointed out that while one 
may defoliate a jungle, it 
would be illogical to strip 
the leaves off a rabbit. To 
this, Nixon wittily re
joined. "What the fuck's the 
difference? A dead nigger 
is a dead nigger!" 

Ultra-Versatile 
Fuck 

While dining with my 
confreres in a swank 
Washington bistro, I over
heard a beggar in the st reel 
shouting. "Give me some
thing to eat, you fucks!" 
A curious employment of 
that jack-of-all-curses, I 
thought, jotting down the 
usage in a notebook I keep 
with me for recording odd 
constructions and jargon 
(as well as the names of 
people who misuse back-
formations—like veg out, 
from vegetable). Now, as 
everyone knows, there is 
no hunger in this Adminis
tration; therefore, the fel
low was suggesting that 
every man in that eatery 
was an intercourser. Per
haps this speculation on the 
elites' sexual habits was 
accurate (I myself have 
done "it"); however, I think 
he meant fuckers. 

Surely no other word in 
the language can serve as 
so many parts of speech. 
Fuck you is a verb com
mand. Gel Ii.T.'.-i••:.' is a pas* 
sive command. Combined 
with the inflectional prep
ositions up, over, around or 
off, the verb attains new 
applications (fucked up, 
fuck over, fuck around, fuck 
off). We also have the re
flexive appositivc: go fuck 
yourself; the adjectival: 
jucking asshole; the af
firmative; fucking-A!; the 
negative: fuck no!; and the 
ever-popular interjection: 
ouch and fuck! Uccently, 
hyphenates have been 
added to the syllabic lexi
con: in-fucking-cimiihlc, 
un-fucking'bvUcvublc and 
nojucking-way. Even the 
same expression can 
achieve a myriad of mean
ings. Fucked Up means 
"drunk." a fuck-up is an er
ror or an error-prone indi
vidual. while to fuck some
one up is to ruin them. As 

a noun, it appears as /lying 
fuck, not to be confused 
with zipless fuck. And 
fucking the dog means 
either "loafing or "a 
prison sentence for bes
tiality." 

Such a trusty expletive as 
fuck is indeed in danger of 
losing all meaning what
ever. However, if 1 may (1 
do love these asides!), I'd 
like to offer another con
struction hitherto unheard 
by these ears. The one form 
of jink that has yet to be 
attained is the adverbial— 
until now. 

"Stop reading," the 
writer commanded fuck-
ishly. 

Shit—Shat— 
Shitten 

In last week's column, I 
ventured to expel the last 
turd of constipation over 
the proper declension of the 
verb to shit. Its principal 
parts remain: 1 am shitting 
toduy. I shut yesterday. I 
have shitten m the past. 
The verb is transitive only: 
Trim' Lopes shit u brick. It 
can never be intransitive. 
Even the construction Trim' 
Lopez almost shul m his 
pants implies that Trini 
shat something! Those 
boors among us who insist 
that their kitty-cut shitted 
all over the Persian carpet 
will have to remain fouled 
in the offal of their igno
rance, I have spoken (and 
have shitten) my last on this 
subject. 

And one quick retort to 
Amos Moose of Inbred. Vl.: 
I used dumb cunt quite cor
rectly in my analysis of 
Margaret Thatcher's use of 
the subjunctive. Yes. cunts 
don't have brains, but then 
neither do you. And the 
same to Hugh Twit of Pic
ayune, La., who advanced 
that same argument con
cerning the epithet you 
fucking cocksucker. (An 
impossibility if ever there 
was one!) Hey. why don't 
you people take that pen 
out of your assholes and 
meet each other at the li
brary some Sunday morn
ing? I'll get ,t day off and 
you can discuss why there 
can be no stupid assholes 
because assholes like you 
don't have brains. • 
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"'What?'I said to them. 
'There was no toilet paper in your room? 

Ui Never again 9» 

"It seems that no matter 
where American Jews travel, 
they cannot escape the ugly 
specter of anti-Semitism. Lug
gage that is lost1 in a London 
airport. A 'service charge' 
levied by a Tokyo cabdrivcr. 
A "reservations mixup' at a 
Rio hotel. 

"They're after you and 
they're after us. There's only 
one place in the world you 
can go where the secret 
police won't follow you 
dawn to dusk, where hotel 
busboys don't urinate on the 
kosher cutlery, where the 
harboring of ex-Nazis is not 
official policy. 

'Tou may not be happy 
in Israel. But thank G*d 
you'll be safe." 

Israel, the Masada on 
the Mediterranean.^1 For 
more information about a 
vacation in Israel, see a travel 
agent, and then hide until 
the tickets arrive. 

CometoIsraeL 
Come stay with Jews. 
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Now Boltin' lets 
you change your 

tune as often 
as you wish. 
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B o l t i n ' : Bocauso You 
Change Your M ind As 
O f ten A s Your S o c k s . 

A Bollm" Total Homo Hys-
toroo can give your Mouso tho 
kind of operational flexibility 
and policy-reversal capabilities 
that until now havo been a lux
ury roscrvod for only tho most 
totnlit.innn of rogimos. 

Now you can enjoy tho 
ability to change policies, 
rovorso your stated position— 
even baldly contradict your-
soil—all from the comfort and 
security of your ideological 
home base. 

With a Boltin'. Prez can 
onjoy his same old song and 
dance about limiting govern
ment spending in the den, 
while Cap can swear that two 
trillion for dotonse <s essontiai 
in the living room—all at the 
same timo. It's unbelievable 
but true 

Here 's How A Bo l t i n ' 
Le t s You Hear A n d Say 
A n y t h i n g You Want. 

First, each "slave" unit is 
Isolated from tho Central Mas-
tor Unit, and tho Central Mas
ter is insulated from the world. 
This provides two-way separa
tion of accountability. 

Additionally, the Contral 
Master features an unusually 
small and low-energy "brain." 
This assuros that all output is 
handled smoothly, without 
strain or fear of overload. 

And. as an added safoty 
feature, the Boltin' includes, for 
every room in your houso. a 
set of Misspoakors, to squolch 
unintended output signals 
and eliminate bothorsome 
feedback. 

Compared To A l l Other 
Hy3toroo S y s t e m s , T h e 
Bo l t i n ' Is In A C lass 
By 11.-. oi I. 

Only tho Boitln' lots you 
change positions as of ton as 
you like, as drastically as you 
like, and stril rotain fingertip 
control of your onvwonmont. 
Only the BQttf permits you to 
switch Irom "Cap tho Knife" to 
"Sympathy for the Deficit" 
quickly, smoothly, blatantly. 

I t 's Easy To C h o o s e T h e 
B o l t i n ' That 's R igh t For 
Your Home . 

The Boltin" comes in one 
slzo and one dosign. for simpli
fied so -action. But don't let its 
traditional styling fool you. 
insido its ample padded con-
solo is a rugged, adaptablo 
mechanism capable of playing 
any combination of signals, 
regardless of how dissonant 
the eflect. how contradictory 
tho impression, how hypocritic
al tho result. Here is state-of-
the-art performance for a sur
prisingly underestimated cost. 

Learn More A b o u t The 
Bo l t i n ' For Free. 

Our advertisements in all 
major media will oxplain the 
Boltin' story in simplified detail. 
Or send for our free catalog. 
Learn why Boltin is tho bost 
chc.ee for tnoso who know 
what they tike, and when they 
Bke it—or who don't know what 
to think, ot why. 

F o r F a s t e s t S e r v i c e o r 

I n f o r m a t i o n , P h o n e : 

In W a s h i n g t o n : J a m e s 
Baker (202) 456-1414 

In C h i c a g o : Dav id S tock
m a n (202) 456-1414 

in New York: Dona ld 
Rogan (202) 456-1414 

In Los A n g e l e s : Caspar 
Weinberger 
(202)456-1414 

In M i a m i : L a r r y Speakes 
(202) 456-1414 

In H o u s t o n : E d Meese 
(202) 456-1414 

F R E E H Y S T E R E O 
CATALOG 

Gal yom Ira* ccfrr ol Dw m« Boon 
M W CjBulOfl Cnlnnyol** 
abort nun*«<» Of mat 1ho coupon 
UnWi »ccorrp»n«d by canpvgn 
eonDittul'ons wii rocovo pifvantut 
traaferart 
Nil— 
' • " • ' • • • • 
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Sunday Observer By Russett Baker 

BL_ 

BOLTIN' HYSTEREO 
635 Madison Ave., Dept. BS 
New York. NY, 10022 

Child of 
The Depression 

Many w« looon'w*" tot*/ n O»«ion«» «o< a Auge mtntvn 
SmtfW * M Mro*/ D M M i m net t.tiMiM our to wn*i 

The first tinker to take the | 
big dive into nowhere had, 
according to family leg
end. just purchased n set of 
one-way tickets on the 
Mayflower. In true Baker 
style, though, the promise ' 
of a land of milk and honey j 
and streets lined with to
bacco profits held nothing 
In comparison to the strong 
relentless pull of death's 
beckoning tide. 

The temptution to "suck 
the musket," as it was 
known in those days, drove 
Baker's wife crazy. She 
took pains to remind him 
that she was n Baker by 
marriage, not blood. "I'll be 
damned," she told him. "if 
I'm going to spend nil my 
time thinking about the 

dead man's dunk." 
That was just what Ibis 

Baker needed to hear. As
sured that his progeny 
would grow to the good age 
when, being of the Baker 
bloodline, they loo could 
shoot out the lights, he 
threw himself off the pier 
at Surrey and drowned. 

And what a standard he 
set. To begin with, the first 
Baker was an excellent 
swimmer. What resolve 
and determination it must 
have taken for him lo for
sake the very thing he did 
well, just to greet the 
Reaper. 

The last Baker to end it 
all. my cousin Sam. had— 
in life—developed a pro
pensity for I970's-slyle 
thri l l sports: parachuting. 
deep-sea diving, shooting 
the rapids, and screenwt it-
ing. It must have taken 
something very special for 
him to leap from the rocky 
cliffs of Oahu, sever the 
nylon cords of bis bang 

glider and leave his en
trails for the barnacles 'o 
digest. Not much was left 
of Sam after his mile-long 
drop into the craggy drink. 
Wc ended up burying a few 
shreds of Gorc-Tcx in his 
stead. 

Why am I going on like 
this? Is it because the thing 
I do best in life is write, and 
I'm planning to scribble 
myself into an early grave? 
Perhaps. 

What, in fact, has 
prompted this morbid rev
erie was the receipt yester
day of the Baker family al
bum, a collection of 
newspaper dippings and 
correspondence concern
ing the suicides of Bakers 
from Surrey to Oahu. 

My favorite has to do 
with Aunt Selma. whom I 
knew somewhat inti
mately. My mother, sisters 
and I lived with her during 
the Great Depression. (The 
Bakers' Great Depression 
came a few years after 
America's, and I'd appre
ciate it if you didn't con
fuse the two ) Aunt Selma 
lived in a grim funk lor 
quite some time, prompt
ing Mother to move her 
family out of Selma's home 
and go off to live with Un
cle Frank. Selma. seeing 
that her house was empty 
and no one was around to 
witness her grim funk, de
cided that it was time for 
her to go gently into that 

good night 
I.ate one evening, she ran 

through the town of Can
ton. Ohio, screaming at the 
top of her lungs. "The bed 
Is fall ing, the bed is fall
ing." she yelled, being a big 
fan of James Thurber. 
Halfway through town, 

seeing that Ihc bed held 
neither alarm nor diver
sion for Canton's resi
dents, she began to scream, 
"The dam has broken, the 
dam has broken." Finally 
the sheriff caught up with 
her and locked her up. 

"Where did you think 
you were going?" he asked 
her. 

"To hell in a handhas-
ket," she answered. That 
night, she used her foun
dation garments to hang 
herself. You could do that 
in those days, before 
women wore (rilly undcr-
things. 

Bakers throughout his
tory have drunk gasoline, 
slit their wrists in the bath
tubs of hotel rooms, set up 
shop on railroad trestles, 
slashed, pumped lead in 
and drilled their skulls to 
live up to the family name. 

And so, you may ask. 
What's my problem? 

New York. If you think 
this is a terrible place to try 
to live in dignity, think of 
how hard it is to try to die 
in dignity here. Strict 
handgun laws, ihc absence 
of solitude and the diffi
culty of finding n good, stiff 
drink lo begin the long. 
slow decline into advanced 
alcohol poisoning head the 
list of problems. 

On the other hand, it 
could be that dignity just 
isn't what this place is all 
about And was that my £ 
neighbor I saw hang glid- ¥ 
Ing outside my window the 5 
other day? • * 
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THE MAIDENFORM \ 
SHE WON'T BE TURNING UP ANYWHERE, 

ANYMORE. 
u7m . i i ^••liIiUiItTr^T«liuJtBiT'JM»lilMr'-¥:Wi"-

in her underwear. On construction sites, in courtrooms, on subways— 
in all kinds of crowded places, the weirder the better. We ruined her 

personal reputation and used up her modeling career. And when the ad campaign 
ended, we threw her away like a broken toy. So she drowned herself. 

A lot we care. There's more where she came from. 

Disposables by M^idenform^ 

Policemen courtesy Joseph Wambaugh. Frogman suit courtesy Fran Lebowltz Central Park is a registered trademark of Donald Trump. UMd Iry permission. 

O n Display at Fine Morgues. tHt NCW YORK iiwts MAGAZWF/JUK \?. rm 
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CAGES 
OF CONFORMITY 
SHAME OF THE SOVIET ZOOS 
By Leslie H. Glib 

I
ARRIVED IN MOSCOW FULL diers guarding the Zoopark. 
of hatred and enthusiasm. It I approached the zoo with a heavy 
was three weeks after the So- dose of tenacity, and I could feel my 
vict Union's aborted invasion journalistic juices bubbling up in an-
of Bermuda—widely viewed by ticipation. After all. I had come to the 
intelligence sources as the most Soviet Union to piece together the 
explosive period in U.S.-Sovict Cold War puzzle for my upscale 
relations since the C.I.A. tried readership, to get the scoop, the slam 
to sneak industrialist Armand dunk, the championship belt, but most 

Hammer into Joseph Stalin's ref rig- of all. to blast those yellow-tailed Reds 
crator— and the Cold War was at a in black and white. (My metaphors 
feverish pitch. were really flowing, working their 

It was a Sunday. Moscow's side- way into a coordinated color scheme.) 
walks, usually solitary and forebod- I waited on a long line outside the 
ing. seemed to sputter with vibrancy. Zoopark. I was reminded of the lines 
Workers were out with their families, outside the flowered sanctuaries of 
searching for scarce consumer goods. dead statesmen, a popular form of 
eyeing used-car lots—tossing a few entertainment in this city of onion-
rubles to the wind. shaped domes, pea-brained bureau-

I was surprised by the faces. Nor- crats and thick-skinned thugs. 
mally pale and resigned, lined like the As I stood there, engulfed in the 
lettering on memorial tombstones, unbearable stench of the Zoopark. 
these faces were inexplicably buoy- questions came to mind, important 
ant. Being naturally suspicious of So- questions which cut through all the 
viet good cheer. I looked in vain for ambiguities of warhead statistics and 
an oncoming military parade. the monotonous drivel of my news 

As it turned out. I was just a mile analyses: Did the Soviets realize that 
past the Kremlin, at the entrance to they lived like imprisoned animals? 
the Moskovsky Gosudarstvenny Did their balloons fly high or drag on 
Zoopark—the Moscow State Zoo. the ground? Were these p e o p l e -
Hordes of Muscovites ambled through people who likely wouldn't know 
the iron gates past the solemn sol- the taste of (Continued on Page 63) 

Inferior Russian-made film 
yields very blurred and 
grainy results when enlarged; 
ironically, that makes it 
perfect for this publication. 
At left, probably an 
animal at the Zoopark. 
Even without enlargement, 
it's easy to find fuzzy 
Russian pictures. Above, 
Russians. 
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SOLVING 
THE RIDDLE 
OF THE 
NOSE 
By Martin Phlcgmo 

T
HE NOSE AND ITS VARIOUS FUNCTIONS HAVE 
been generally neglected by science during the post-
World War II years; various other "go-go" body parts 
and diseases, more exotic, more exciting to the public 
and therefore more likely to draw huge research grants. 
have eclipsed the perhaps pedestrian but certainly es
sential organ of smell. Recently, however, thanks in no 
small part to the rediscovery of quite n few multisyl

labic words that can be used in the discussion of its functions, the 
nose has begun once again to attract, if not researchers, so-called 
science writers who have exhausted just about every other area 
of medicine in their never-ending attempt to provide enough copy 
to ensure a separation of at least five pages between four-color 
underwear ads. But first, a little background. 

The nose has been both celebrated and reviled throughout re
corded history, from the second book of Genesis ("And the Lord 
God formed man of the dust of the ground, and breathed into his 
nostrils the breath of life." an account recently disputed in these 
pages by Isaac Asimov) right through to President Ronald Rea
gan's most recent State of the Union Address ("Essential to this 
Administration's achieving its goals in the Middle East is our ef
fort—and we will succeed, with your help—to get Syria's nose out 
of Russia's ass"). Despite its longevity as a topic of discussion, 
however, shockingly little attention has been paid to the organ's 
biological place in the landscape of the human body. It is into this 
breach that scientists such as the Massachusetts Institute of Tech
nology's (M.I.T.'s) Dr. Esmond Cripple have leaped: indeed, re
cent strides made by Dr. Cripple and others threaten to set the 
current body of knowledge of the nose on its ear. 

"Hello, ladies and gentlemen. Welcome. Sorry I'm late." Dr. 

Martin Phlegmo's rent came due again this month. 

Noses can be 
big or small. 
Noses can be 
short or tall. 
Noses, noses, 
noses. 
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"I wouldn't lose sleep over the 
homeless. Why should you?"" 

*•" V 

<~\ 

- *, 

-LeonaM. ihilkiu-
President 

When you stay at the Harpey. you 
can rest assured that your sleep 
won't be disturbed by the moaning 
of starving vagrants. 
Starting at 8 p.m.. our crack force 
of ex-Marine security guards 
makes hourly sweeps of (he alleys 
and doorways surrounding the 
Harpey. 
Uums are told to move on. Helped 
along with a friendly gun butt, if 
necessary. And if that 's not enough 
. . . well, we've found Mat nobody 
misses the homeless when they 
disappear. 
W e r e going to be my favorite hotel. 

For reservations call Toll-Free 
1-800-555-RICH 
In New York. 212-555-SCUM 
TELEX: 555-$$$ 
Or call your travel agent. 
The Harpey Hotel. A Hcllkite Hotel 
635 Madison Avenue 
New York, NY 10022 
Just around the corner from Bloomic'v 

HARPEYof New York. Agreat hotel 
doesn't have to have a conscience. 

Scientitts now believe that if the human species had not 
developed noses, babies might look something like this 
police artist's sketch. 

Cripple cheerily tells a 
symposium of academes as 
he bounds onto the lecture 
stage. [The name "Crip
ple" is something of a mis
nomer. as the doctor is fully 
mobile and in fact holds 
several records in tram-
polining; later research 
unearths the fact that his 
name has been changed 
from Johnson because 
"crippled scientists get all 
the attention, respect and 
Nobcls, and if I can't be one 
at least I can show that I'm 
In their league.") "Let's 
make up for lost time by 
getting right down to my 
report. The evening news 
has an early deadline, you 
know." 

Spending more time 
walking across the stage 
"working the crowd" than 
he docs in his motorized 
wheelchair, Dr. Cripple 
holds his colleagues spell
bound as he reveals new 
breakthroughs. "As you 
know, precious little money 
has been awarded to us 
humble scientists who have 
choson delving the depths 
of the nose as our work," 
he tells the group. "What 
I'm about to say may shock 
you: Frankly. 1 think It's all 
our own fault. 

"I'm as guiUy as the rest 
of you. In the past, if I were 
at. say. a Massachusetts 
Institute of Technology 
IM.1T.] cocktail party talk
ing to some braless grad 
student and she asked me 
my specialty. 1 might say. 

'Oh. I'm into the maxillary 
sinuses—you know, those 
triangular holes in your 
skull.'" 

The crowd begins to 
murmur; it's clear at this 
poini thai Dr. Cripple's ex
ample has struck home 
with some of the scientists, 
and they're wondering just 
what he's getting at. Sud
denly, he wheels (on his 
feet, that is; cither pride or 
vanity, or both, causes him 
to continue eschewing the 
wheelchair), bringing his 
fist down hard on the po
dium as he makes his point. 
"That's all wrong!" he 
shouts. "They're not tri
angular holes! Each one is 
a pyramidal space, with its 
roof formed by the floor of 
the eye-socket formation 
known as the orbit, and its 
floor supported by both the 
palate and the teeth-bear
ing bone! We know this! 
We also know about eth
moidal sinuses! We know 
about sphenoidal sinuses! 
We know about the cribri
form plate! Olfaction, cilia, 
phonntion, OKtia. foKKae, 
polyps—gentlemen. we 
know these words and can 
pronounce them! Wc know 
that if you burp, sneeze and 
fart at the same time you 
will die! But it's not enough 
to know these things—we 
must use them! Use them 
to gel money!" 

As quickly as the speech 
has begun, it is over, and 
Dr. Cripple is gone from 
the stage. The crowd, silent 
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for a moment, seems 
stunned—until it bursts into 
violent applause, applause 
that just gets louder and fi
nally erupts into a stand
ing ovation as two Nobel 
Prize winners jump onto 
the stage and fight for the 
right to wheel off Dr. Crip
ple's empty chair. 

• 
In his modest twelve-

bedroom home near the 
Massachusetts Institute of 
Technology (M.I.T.) cam
pus later, Dr. Cripple 
laughs a bit over his own 
dramatic performance. 
"Ninety percent of what I 
do, in my lectures and my 
grant proposals, is show
manship," he acknowl
edges. "But Christ, try tell
ing the Ford Foundation 
that you need $5 million to 
find out why people cat 
their boogcrs. I don't like 
having to do a song and 
dance, but I have to so I can 
continue my work." With 
that, he launches into a de
lightful version of "Send in 
the Clowns," utilizing a 
very unorthodox upbeat 
tempo and doing a passa
ble soft-shoe during the 
breaks between verses. 
"You've really been a great 
crowd," he says. "Come on. 
I want to show you some 
adenoids." 

In his adenoid room, a 
sun-dappled, comfortable 
den with a Southern ex
posure (the taller buildings 
of the Massachusetts Insti
tute of Technology |M.I.T.) 
are just visible through the 
windows), Dr. Cripple ox-

pounds on the source of his 
innovative new discover
ies. "I have a ten-year-old 
boy." he says. "His mother 
and I split up a long time 
ago; it was just one of those 
things where wc grew 
apart, what with my lec
ture tours and articles in 
the Journal of the Ameri
can Medical Association 
[M.I.T.], but we're still good 
friends and would talk to 
each other often if wc didn't 
have other things to do. 
Anyway, for his tenth 
birthday. I thought I'd gel 
Albert something really 
nice. Perhaps I wanted to 
atone for the breakup of the 
marriage, perhaps show 
him that although I forgot 
his eighth and ninth birth
days. I still loved htm. per
haps It was something else 
that could well be the nu
cleus of, say, a 20.000-word 
article for you on the joys 
and heartbreak of single, 
well-off. respected, award-
winning fathers, and by the 
way I have a free weekend 
in August when I could dic
tate the thing to my secre
tary and you could have 
one of your editors fix it up 
to read right. So I thought. 
'Gee. I bet Albert would 
love to have an Encyclo
pedia Dritannica.' And I 
picked one up . . . and just 
between you and mc. when 
I turned to the section on 
sinuses and saw all those 
twenty-dollar words, I just 
forgot all about the kid and 
his birthday and started 
dictating grant proposals. I 
haven't looked back since." 

(Continued on Page 144) 

Solution to 
Last Week's Puzzle 
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"I wouldn't dream of letting my husband 
outlive me. Why should you?" HSBS* k" 

« ! / - • 

I wouldn't have married a heart
less. rich old scumbag who throws 
people out of their homes for profit 
unless I knew that someday I'd 
have that money nil to myself. 
That 's why I keep careful tabs 
on my husband's diet, and make 
sure he's slipped enough salt. 
cholesterol and white sugar to kill a 
moose. 
At the I larpey. our chefs have 
been trained to do the same for 
you. Tell em what hubby isn't sup
posed to eat. and they'll see that 
he gels it—quietly. 
We're going to be my favorite hotel. 

For reservations call Toll-Free 
1-800-555-RICH 
In New York, 212-555-SCUM 
TELEX: 555-$$$ 
Or call your travel agent. 
The llarpcy Hotel. A Hellkite Hotel 
635 Madison Avenue 
New York, NY 10022 

si around the corner from Bendel's. 

HARPEYof New York. Agreat hotel 
doesn't have to have a husband. 

The Natives Are Friendly 

Disarmed, and disarming. Aimless, bul amiable. Conquered, but 
free. The population has been winnowed down to a servile, smiling 
few. You won't meet an unfriendly face in Grenada. 

Grenada 
IHf M W YOWL 1IMFS MAGA/WF/IIINE 17. 19W 61 Copyright © 2007 National Lampoon Inc.



About Men, For Once 
BY BURT REYNOLDS 

ON MY FAVORITE SHIRT 

I
REMEMBER WHEN I WAS A 
kid. I had a shirt I really liked. 
And I would wear this shirt 
whenever I could. I wore it when 
I played baseball, and rode my 
bike, and went to the movies, and 

played with my friends—all the things 
little boys do when they're young, be
fore they grow up to be what we call 
so-called "adults." Then one day I came 
home from school, and I looked for this 
really beloved shirt of mine • •. and I 
couldn't find it. And I remember ask
ing my mother, whom I loved very 
much, "Ma, what happened to my 
shirt?" And she said—I'll never forget 
this as long as I live—she said. "I threw 
it out. son. It was old and ragged. So I 
threw it away." 

That's a true story. 
I think that's when I first realized 

something very, very important. 
I realized that it's hard to be a man. 
Oh. certainly, we swagger around, 

and try to affect a so-called "macho" 
image. But that's all it is. Image. An 
illusion—like our dreams. We need 
dreams, for what is life if not a dream 
itself, being dreamed by someone we 
call God? Yet docs thai mean our 
dreams should be allowed to become a 
tyrant over us? "No way." 

Some of us do the macho situation 
well. Some of us do it better than oth
ers. Seme of us don't do it that partic
ularly well—and then we say. "Oh. he 
isn't manly. He isn't a real man." And 
when we do that, and if that person 
hears as do it. we cause pain. And pain 
hurts. Even if you're a man. which half 
of us are. 

Let's say a man wants to knit, or leam 
creweL In a situation like that, what 
takes place is. he's condemned by so
ciety. Or say he wants to kiss cats. Or 
bake a nice plate of cookies. Or fill his 
room with stuffed teddy bears and in
vite them to a tea party with Raggedy 
Ann aid Snoopy. 

Society will condemn him because 
society is based on a picture, or a myth. 
of what a man should be to be a man. 
Women say, "Men have all the power." 
Or "Men don't allow women to be 
members of society." Or "Men don't 
want to be women because they're :oo 
involved in setting up a so-called 
'macho' impression to intimidate other 
men." 

I think this is a terrible tragedy. 
When my mother threw away my fa

vorite shirt, what I felt was the hurt of 
pain. "Oh," you could say. "that's be
cause you were a kid. You're a big star 
now. You can have all the shirts you 
want. You're rich and famous, and you 
have enough money to have your own 
dinner theater and all the other things 
a successful man in society has." Yes, 
but I don't have that shirt. And that's 
what's important. Suppose that today 
my mother threw nwny my dinner the
ater. Would that be any less a tragedy? 
I don't think so. 

There are, I admit, men who havethe 
courage to be a certain kind of man, a 
new kind of man, one who isn't afraid 
to show his feelings. I'm thinking of an 
Alan Alda. A Phil Donahue. A Merv 
Griffin. These are men who say. "Hey. 
I'm not concerned with promoting my
self asa macho kind of image. I'm com

fortable being me. Because this is my 
life. I have a very real desire to live my 
life as me. And if you don't like it. or 
men don't liko it, or women don't like 
it. I'm going to be honest enough, and 
selfish—if you want to call it t h a t -
enough to say, 'Hey. I have feelings.' " 

And I think that's fantastic, I really 
do. Because men do have feelings. And 
that's so important, and valid. 

I think this really begins to have rel
evance when you come to the subject 
of children. Now, as a celebrity, as a 
famous person in our society, various 
things one does and says become pub
lic property. Whether you like it or not. 
You drop a casual comment on "The 
Tonight Show," and suddenly millions 
of people hear it. So, for example. I 
know that the public :s aware that I 
want to be a father. Ar.d that I want a 
son. A boy-child. Is this "sexism"? Is it 
"childism"? I honestly don't think so, 
but I could be wrong. 

But some people, the critics, and the 
so-called quote-unquote "experts." say, 
"Why doesn't he just go ahead and do 
it?" But what they never understand is 
that women refuse to accept the fact 
that men are emotive creatures like 
themselves. This would not be a prob
lem with certain other men—like an 
Alan Alda, a Phil Donahue—and that's 
where the real irony is. Those kind of 
men aren't afraid to show warmth. To 
show the hurtfulness of life as it im
pinges upon themselves. So that you 
can say. "Hey. Life hurts. My life hurts 
me. Not anybody else. Me." I feel very, 
very sorry for a man who can't say that. 

A friend of mine ones had a bicycle, 
and his father accidentally ran over it 
In the driveway. It was terrible. 

Sometimes when I sec how young the 
baseball players are, 1 get sad. 

Once I saw a rainbow, and it was so 
beautiful, it made me laugh. 

But I don't know one woman who 
cares about any of these facts. 

Maybe that's why 1 recently moved 
in with Alan Alda and Phil Donahue. 
To live "together." To share the hav-
ing-feelings and the beintt-had-of-feel-
ings-by-another-person that men have, 
and need, and that women don't un
derstand. Alan and Phil will be the sons 
I never had, so far. I like to think so, 
anyway. 

And I like to think that, if the favorite 
shirt that used to belong to that little 
boy who was me is watching, that it 
approves, and loves me as much as I 
love him, and it. • 

Burt Reynolds's latest films are Fasl-Car Tit-Man Laughs at the Stupid Sheriff, and a remake of The Stranger. 
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CAGES 
Continued from Page 57 

freedom from a leftover 
plntc of chicken Kiev— 
looking at their own reflec-
t ion when they looked 
through the bars? Were 
they locked into cages of 
conformity, yearning for 
freedom but l i v ing l ike 
shriveled prunes, trapped 
in a cold bath behind a de
crepit. rusting iron shower 
curtain? I had to find out. 

D 
I entered through the 

g a t e s . T h e Z o o p a r k 
stretched as long as three 
Soviet destroyers lined up 
in the seas off the Swedish 
coast. Like so many other 
totalitarian structures, the 
Zoopark seemed to be de
signed to make the individ
ual feel small, diminished, 
puny. 1 myself felt so small. 
I remembered the count
less times I had prostrated 
myself before A. M.'s desk 
and begged for a raise. I 
tried to think of something 
less humi l ia t ing , so I 
bought an ice cream. 

The line for ice cream 
was long. There were only 
two flavors, borschl and 
vanilla. I ordered the va
n i l la . but it tasted l ike 
boiled cabbage. I tossed my 
ice cream toward the slo
gan-plastered trash can— 
"Onward Marxism, Len
inism, Scientif ic Sanita
tion"—but it hit a gruff-
look ing man. who just 
smiled and licked the ice 
cream off his fur cap. I 
apologized profusely, and 
we started talking. 

His name was Andrei. He 
introduced me to his wife. 
Olga, and his two sons, Ivan 
and Nyet. Andrei was typ
ically Russian: peace-lov
ing. paranoid, friendly but 
not trustworthy, optimis
tic. Impulsively suicidal, 
sober, dying for a drink, 
desperate and stupid, pre
dictably witty, clumsy and 
ugly. We hit it off immedi
ately. Then he told me the 
story of the Zoopark. "A l 
ways the cages and the 
bars." he said. 

Andrei knew the Zoo
park like the back of his 
hand—Olga later told me 
that she knew the back of 
his hand too, and showed 
me the bruises to prove it. 
We walked along. Andrei. 
Olga, Ivan. Nyet arid I. un
til we came across the big 
cats. Ivan and Nyet ran up 

to the cage and started 
chanting "Levs u tigrs u 
medveds. ho ho." Andrei 
said It meant "Lions and t i 
gers and bears, ho ho." I 
was intrigued. 

D 
Andrei explained that 

their favorite movie was the 
Russian interpretation of 
"The Wizard of Oz." re
named "The Wizards of 
Mozcow." and that their 
favorite scene was the one 
in which Dorotsk i fo l 
lowed the yel low br ick 
road, constructed by the 
Union of Soviet Socialist 
Bricklayers, and wound up 
with a seat on the Central 
Committee of the Polit
buro. I asked him what 
happened to the dog Tolo. 
He said that in the Russian 
version, Toto was sent to a 
work camp in Minsk for 
r i d ing in a f l y ing house 
without a license. 

Then Andrei described 
the Zoopark before Stalin. 
"There weren't any cages 
in those days . " he said. 
"Back then,people used to 
come to the Zoopark in au
tomobiles. just like they do 
at Great Adventure in New 
Jersey. Of course, you 
couldn't come if your car 
had a flimsy vinyl top. Then 
came the purges. The sol
diers would force the pris
oners out of the cars and 
call for the lions. One day 
half the animals were 
rounded up and served up 
in the commissary in the 
Kremlin. It was horrible, a 
very tough day for the So
viet people, and hard to 
swallow." 

We gathered the kids and 
started walking toward the 
outdoor seal pool. The seals 
were cute, slippery crea
tures. sort ol l ike Soviet 
arms negotiators. In front 
of us was an enormous 
bu i ld ing called the Seal 
Club. We waited on a long 
line. It reminded me of the 
line of reporters wail ing to 
see the staff psychiatrist 
back in the newsroom. 

• 
Ivan and Nyet ap

proached the Seal Club 
membership p la t fo rm. I 
was impressed. There 
seemed to be an effort to 
put children in contact with 
nature, let them get to know 

(Continued on Page 66) 

"Why settle for a martini when you want 
the blood of virgins?" 1SS&lw,ktte 

As a woman w i th balls. I can't 
stand a cockta i l wi thout them. 
That 's why 1 make sure the ha i lend
ers at the Harpey keep a fresh 
stock ol" my favori te dr inks. 
Wolfsbane, hemlock. STP. eye o f 
newt, and toe o f f rog, wool of bat. 
and longuc o f dog . . . by the 
pr ick ing o f my thumbs, you ' l l f ind 
them at the Harpey. 
We're going to be my favori te hotel . 

For reservations call loll-Free 
I-8U0-555-RK II 
I n New York, 2J2-555-SCUM 
TELEX: ***-$$$ 
Or call your travel agent. 
The Harpey Hotel . A Hc l lk i te Hotel 
635 Madison Avenue 
New York, NY 10022 
Just around the corner f rom Honwit 's. 

HARPEYof New York .A great hotel 
doesn't have to snub Satan. 

A Most Pacific Isle 
re 

Distant, but strategic. Exciting, but defenseless. Winning, and 
winnable. With miles and miles of warm sandy beachheads. Your 
manifest destiny will lead you to Grenada. 
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Food By Craig Clayfeet with Pierre Frenchy 

FRUITCAKE 
N O.'TIS NOT 

the season. 
Festivity and 
good cheer. 
long gone. 
Craig, or"I," 

to you, at the beginning of 
this column, before he re
verts to "we." the famous 
"wc." the very "we" I will 
refer to later, is on vaca
tion. God knows, when 1 
agreed to this whole thing, 
I barely knew a word of an
glais. For some reason this 
"with Pierre Frenchy" is 
the confusion. If it was "and 
Pierre Frenchy" (and I did 
argue for this, I assure you. 
once I understood)—but no. 
"With" in America seoms 
to be a verb. 

I have a family. A wife. 
In France, one can even be 
a hairdresser ant! still be 
heterosexual. We are. at 
the least, chauvinistic. No 
woman is a great chef. 
Comprcnez-vous? Do I 
have to spell it out? As a 
joke I could say, "Let me 
be straight with you." but I 
wouldn't be kidding. 

As for fruitcake, by now 
you get the humor. In truth. 
I have no recipe this week. 
Frankly. I am too upset. 
Frankly. I would like to re
print the recipe on the back 
of the Ritz cracker box for 
"Mock Apple Pie" and call 
it a day. Only in America 
could they think of making 
this pic. In France, where 
men arc men, or at least 
talented transvestites. an 
apple is an apple. In Amer
ica. a cracker with lemon 
juice and some sugar is an 
apple. No wonder people 
think Craig and I share 
more than a kitchen. No 
wonder my sens are 
ashamed. No woader my 
daughter tells me she too 
wants a career in "home 
ec." Well, I've had it. I have 
nothing more interesting to 
say about the gentle al
mond or the versatile avo
cado. Craig can discuss this 
with you when he gets 
back. He can drop the "we" 
or hoodwink another Frog. 
I will start a family restau
rant in the Adiror.dacks. 

Apple pie 
d ia Rita 

Pastry for 2-crust 9-inch 
pie 

36 Ritz crackers 
2 cups water 
2 cups sugar 
2 teaspoons cream of 

tartar 
2 tablespoons lemon 

juice 
Grated rind of one lemon 
Butter or margarine 

Cinnamon 

1. Roll out bottom crust 
of pastry and fit into 9-inch 
pie plate. Break Ritz crack
ers coarsely into pastry-
lined plate. 

2. Combine wfitcr, Sugar 
and cream of tartar in 
saucepan: boil gently for 15 
minutes. Add lemon juice 
uud rind Cool. 

3. Pour syrup over 
crackers, dot generously 

with butter or mnrgnrin*» 
and sprinkle with cinna
mon. 

4. Cover with top crust. 
Trim and flute edges to
gether. Cut slits m top crust 
to let steam escape. 

5. Bake in a hct oven (425 
degrees) 30 to 35 minutes. 
until crust is crisp and 
golden. Serve warm. 

Yield: Six to eight 
servings. • 
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Flogging the Dolphin By Mitch Skyman/Puzzles Edited by Lech T. Maleska 

ACROSS 

1 Come back at 
6 African 

tribesman 
10 African 

tribesman: Var. 
14 What 10 Down 

can do 
19 " 1 were 

dead" 
20 Naughty things 
21 Eye part 
22 British sport 
23 Ingredient for 64 

Across 
27 Worked in 

journalism 
28 Really obscure 

French 
armament 

28 " homa!" 
30 Variegated 

chalcedonies 
31 Music "Times" 

readers don't 
listen to 

32 Hindu garment 
34 Some Latin 

prefix 
35 See 23 Across 
46 Veronica's 

friend: Var. 
47 Tic-tac-loe 

position 
48 Waters: Fr. 
40 Biblical pervert 
50 Sell 
5 1 " ThatDogie 

In the Window?" 
55 The lub 
56 Expression of 

disgust 
57 Wuseum of 

Modern Art: 

Abbrev. 
58 Majority : 

Missp. 
59 Negro theater: 

Var. 
60 Turtles 
61 Govern 
62 Having a scalp 
64 Formula for 

successful 
Sunday 
magazine 

88 Like Tip O'Neill 
60 With rara. 

overused 
crossword 
answer 

70 Savage Jewish 
rituals 

71 Emoted 
721 (Big 

advertiser) 
73 Witch doctor: 

Hcb. 
74 Machine fork 
77 " come": 

Marley 
78 In school, token 

Scandinavian 
81 Lower-class 

lubricant 
82 Suffix from dead 

language 
83 Broadcast 

pioneer Max 
84 Hippies' "boo" 
85 Royal dog 
88 See 23 Across 
92 Mel (for the 

9.876th 
consecutive 
week) 

83 Former: Arch. 
94 Term of 

endearment: 

South. 
85 Serve domestic 

wine to 
99 Obscure Melville 

work 
101 Obscure Melville 

work (weekly 
answer) 

102 Boring heroine 
106 See 23 Across 
111 " in Love" 

(Wrong) 

112 Negro rabbit 
113 Obscure Melville 

work 
114 "Star Trek" 's 

Chekov 
115 French-sounding 

nonsense word 
116 Asian: Colloq. 
U7Rapersof94 

Across 
118 City or parrot: 

Missp. 

DOWN 

1 Ceremony 
2 Licensing 

creature 
3 Present tense of 

biped 
4 United States 

Interior 
Department: 
Abbrev. 

5 Interesting 
chemical 

8 " and the 
Art of 
Maintenance": 
Var. 

7 Three vowels 
around a 
consonant 

8 Pissoir: Br. 
9 Military branch: 

Abbrev. 
10 Penis: Dimin. 
11 Word used here 

weekly 
12"MacNeil/ " 

(Italian Financial 
show) 

13 Sleep with 
14 Really, really 

sad 
15 Expression of 

lust: Var. 
18 Homonym tnr 

argot 
17 " hue hue" 
18 Bacon, yam and 

tomato 
sandwiches, 
colloquially 

24 Porn star 
25 Burp sound: 

Var. 
26 In hockey, good 

things 
31 Errol Flynn, e.g. 
32 " or Never": 

Gershwin 
33 Bomb material 
34 Magnum 

(Not P.I.) 
35 Nailhex to 

chancel 
36 "Wero" 

backwards 
37 Working-class 

skin ailment 

38 "Times" writer 
prerequisite 

39 Former cry 
(hyph.) 

40 Turn gay again 
41 Attack verbally 
42"—-of the 

43 Bury: Missp. 
44 Depression 
45 Place into fish 
51 Negress Lena 
52 Probably a word 

in some 
language 

53 People with 
uremia 

54 Pelts 
57 My oyster 
59 "Let's Make 

":Hall 
60 Change for a 

twenty: Var. 
61 "Answer me, 

damn it": Fr. 
62 Companion: 

Neg. 
63 Canal-like 
64 Like 68 Down 

65 Holy Roman 
Emperor after 
Otto III 

66 Famous Onassls 
statement 

87 Treat with 
cream cheese 

68 Hot comic 
Jackie 

72 Lent money 
74 Overrated 

character 
75 Statement of 

displeasure 
76 Chinese 

circumcision 
78 Safire work 
79 Racers' edges 
80 "Where ?": 

Stallone query 
81 Three of five 

vowels 
83 Small wager 
85 Emulate Muskie 
87 Drunk's request 
88 Hysterically 

funny city 
89 "Dig": Var. 
90 Lils 

91 Affluent 
95 Necessary 

defense 
component 

96 Word for 105 
Down 

97 "The comes 
in": Eliot (Misq.) 

98 Conveniently 
vowclcd 
preposition 

99 Upside-down 
cookie 

100 D6dasse spread 
101 See 94 Across 
102 Insurance 

mountain: Var. 
103 Phonetic 

entertainer 
Gaynor 

104 Spoken, this 
makes an 
interesting 
sound 

105 Recent Vice 
President: Var 

107" uide," 
disease 
magazine 

108 Fraternity 
powder holder 

109 Obscure Melville 
work 

110 " what I 
am": Popeye 

Solution to last week's puzzle appears on 
page 61. A new puzzle for your secretary to 
do while you think she's filing tomorrow 
and every weekday. 
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As reported in the Dayton Sun, Yakima Gazette, Salt 
Lake Observer, and others who sold us ad space 

ROACH AWAY, the 
Roach Killer That 
Went to the Moon 
According to research conducted by NASA and published by Jet Propulsion Laboratories, 
eight out of the last seven astronauts who went to the moon prefer ROACH AWAY two to one. 
The tests were carried out under the aegis of the greatest scientists and explorers the 
human race has yet produced—the men of Apollo Flights 11 through 17. 0/course, there was 
never an Apollo 13, but that was lo be on the safe side. The tests showed that the roach 
population on the moon was reduced for a period of sixteen days after a single application 
of the powder, which the astronauts said tasted better than Tang. By comparison, the 
astronauts had to learn how to get along with each other despite personality conflicts that 
are bound to erupt when people live together in such tightly packed quarters. 

Commenting on a Soviet attempt to use a roach killer inside a live volcano. Mrs. Ann 
Mundy of Fort Lauderdale, Florida, said. "I'm sorry, but you must have the wrong number" 
three times more often than she said. "If you don't stop calling me. I'm going to phone the 
police." 

brown bandod 

CAGES 
Continued from Page 63 

Astronauts Odorless, Great for Snacks 

Peter Burns, holder of divinity degrees from seventeen individual correspondence schools. 
has been exonerated by the California State Supreme Court. Burns says, "Hell, they said 
it was a free country and I could sell snake oil in the back of magazines if I wanted to. Sure, 
boric acid is boric acid and you can get the stuff anywhere and it's all deadly to roaches, but 
my stuff is electrostatic, so if you want electrostatic boric acid, hey, you have to pay my 
price." 

ROACH AWAY is odorless, non-staining, and can be used in outer space or anywhere that 
cockroaches arc a problem. 

If ROACH AWAY is not available at your local pesticide emporium, the manufacturer will be 
delighted to drop off a can on his way home from work. Just send cash—$9.00 exactly. One-
can will kill as many roaches as you can hit with the can. For heavy infestation, two cans 
are suggested, one for each hand. Send to Peter Burns, Ltd., Suite IB, 517 N. Utka Blvd.. 
Fncino. Calif. 00929. Allow four to six weeks for delivery, and be sure to include directions 
to your home from the Interstate. Copies of the NASA studies are available by sending a 
self-addressed stamped envelope to Peter Burns. Ltd.. Code 6. 

their nquulic brothers nnd 
sisters. The boys paid 50 
kopecks, nnd n tall, hniry 
womnn handed them two 
honorary medals and an 
assortment of wooden 
clubs. The boys steadied 
themselves before the 
playful little seal pups and 
beat them senseless. 

I was shocked, outraged 
and thoroughly disgusted. 
Imagine, 50 kopecks just to 
beat a seal. It was another 
planned-economy rip-off, 
and it reaffirmed my long-
held belief that the Soviet 
Union—call it tasteless. 
grotesque or just anal re
tentive—is as brutal nnd 
virion*; as my nrtirlrs | was 
beginning to understand 
why A. M. had sent me 
here, why the Zoopark was 
the perfect symbol of So
viet society, why I liked 
visiting men's rooms in so
cialist countries. 

• 
Olga patted little Nyet on 

the head and wiped off his 
bloodstained pants. It was 
then that I noticed that the 
animals looked a little 
drawn—underfed actual
ly—and that they seemed 
to be protecting their food. 
I mentioned it lo Andrei, 
and he rubbed his stubbly 
face before answering. 
"You see. Mr. Glib, tropi
cal fruit and choice cuts of 
steak ore hard to find in 
Moscow. Imagine that you 
wanted a banana and you 
saw a monkey eating one. 
How would you feel?" 

I told him that where I 
worked, there were plenty 
of monkeys euting ba
nanas, that despite Soviet 
intimidation, we still had 
Korean fruit stands all over 
town, that we could eat ba
nanas as often as we liked, 
but that we'd never steal 
food from n zoo. He was 
hurt by my candor, my 
morally superior reason
ing. and I could see that he 
was a sensitive man who'd 
never seen a filled fruit 
bowl. 

The point, if it needs re
peating, and I always think 
it does, is that the Russians 
arc so uncivilized, so low, 
so encrusted with slime, 
that they are incapable of 
granting their animals a 
modicum of basic human 
rights. 

They nppear to be jeal

ous of their animals, en
vious of their cxtrnvagant 
meals, their roomy cages 
nnd their sexual promis
cuity. (Andrei showed me 
some photos—black-and-
white snapshots of two 
monkeys in positions that 
made me shiver. He let me 
keep one.) 

D 
I was slipping the photo 

into my pocket when I saw 
something that brought 
tears to my eyes. It was a 
bald eagle, shackled to a 
fence. A crowd was taunt
ing it. shouting obsceni
ties, hurling piroshkis, 
tossing epithets. Ivan and 
Nyet joined in the disgust
ing chorus. I looked at An
drei. His eyes seemed to say 
yes—yes, this was a coun
try of animals, predators, 
terrible hairy monsters, 
perverted ideologues, long 
lines and empty fruit IKIWIS. 
I looked :u him again, but 
he just turned his head 
awny in shame. Thnt was 
the Inst I saw of him. 

I was livid with rage. I 
stormed past the Pepsi 
stand and fell into the out
door seal pool. I was drip
ping with hatred. This was 
no zoo. This was a breed
ing ground for war. War, 
all-out war. the only thing 
the Soviets understand. 

I thought of invasions. 
Afghanistan. Strategic 
warm-water ports. Soviet 
aquariums. Shark tanks. 
Electric shock treatment. 
Borscht-flavored ice cream. 
The Russians and their 
zoos. 

I realized how much we 
had to protect our buffalo, 
defend them against So
viet poachers. They wanted 
our eagles, our tadpole 
communities, our gentle 
ecosystems, our nuto-
mntic-garage-door tech
nology, our cheerleaders, 
our topless bars, our Ginsu 
steak knives, our plastic 
flower beds, our piped-in 
music, our power tools: 
everything we stand for. 

Finally, I stumbled onto 
the bear cage. There he 
was. the Great Russian 
Bear, trapped behind bars, 
sedated and impotent. I 
started laughing. I was 
laughing a proud laugh, a 
free laugh, an American 
laugh, and I knew I was 
laughing the last laugh. • 
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Luxury Homes 
TML \ l \ \ VlOMYCOLIk ll« )\ 

rr 
JUST A BUNCH OF OLD 
ARTISTS- STUDIOS IN 
GREENWICH VILLAGE? 
No lonpr' We threw ihe adult 
OUT Completer. reopvjted UM 
htj. *nh waled up lircplxei and 
KaraMan broadloorn Slill pos 
»««« ill t » chum ol <n artnt 'j 
Wl. Cj l*». fctlkk 4 bllSaWM 

can can afford. U«« n n inp 
leal lit* .N«»ineb»Uiiclwvltur 
yo> 11.6WH0 POMIM* iMnrr 
llOMcittt, bill don'l riiiinl mi it 

SASSY SOHO DUPLEX 
EucUcat. Euriurt.. Was U. t i t 
n i l toll in Ihe IWt'j. We boutfl 
Ihe buildinf Mil Ihey couldn't t\ 
lo»il 10 »Ui here. Upper door b 
tcrriuble by (enuinr wood lad
der rnallrru on l b * lor Uul 
-\n4m «" beflreom auto took. 
Spur hutcrt included Perfect 
for llH' u|MWdV mobile wilfi t 
UUe lor bobemu 
Aikmt SrM.WO Uiinl. 51JW 

ARKANSAS INCLENOOK 
Wc uw tou! Yog Ihoufhl ootedj 
M l toQluii, bot do* 1 be JO sire 
| M f « "uil emi> airline tittel 
jtcnl. You Biouzht V\M cooM wok 
tucl 10 Arkinui. did yon? Fount) 
ii < link loo dilfxik lo rule it 
<s jn artnt •>:fc» York Oy? Wei 
ilon I Hunk aniUtol'S atcMrtC (o 
(IkllllSt. wc knoa wtiCIC >o* are. 
We'll i*:k op (he rent* in hue 
Mull mil Liltlr Rock and jir. 
•here etie «c hue lo 

E A T & CRAP 

VVe'« bern «hin? arluu ihehum i roi»i lor \T2vnn. 

r 
MANHATTAN PENTHOUSE 

Sensational shxto vrth brealMakvng vmt ol an (w 
shaft All floors, walls and ceSng covered wi|h mirrors 
lo give the illusion of space without creating large 
wasteful areas you would lose things in. Ample storage 
space lor a gnat. Stunning chrome fixtures in bathroom 
lor towels, toothbrush and toilet tissue This glamorous 
apartmont has been recently renovated with a micro
wave ovon, a shower massage and contemporary Uuo-
roscent fixiuros. LOCK ol natural lighting makes this me 
perfect apartment lo commit suicide in. Askryg 
$1,000,049. EXCLUSIVELY O f FEREDI 

Appointments: Roberta Mufcahy 

fiir MM rrhxf IhpitUtlU in AbMlhitMN teopentiiY midtiKti 

STRONGARM M A N A G E M E N T CORP. 
636 Madson Avenue. Now York. NY 10022 

k-

*2E na! 

I 

"Most beautifully 
perfect building In 
the world" 
Constructed in 1648 By Short 
jonon. the fmri Emperor ot 
me Mogul Dynasty, lo honor 
the fee divinity MyghoVro-
hoghi. God of Tourism Enter
tain m o sunken Irving room 
wwi flwmrj doors to pofio 
in-ground pool phis cooono 
wrtn wet oar tor the mon who 
tsnl oliaid to show oil his 
style took 20.000 laborers 

l7ve«TStocornok-to 
. I N C I I R A Offered ol 

MJANAqEMENT S S ^ S S S S ^ 

F I F T H AVENUE TRAILER PARK 

II 

Exquisitely designed sites now rentag tor motor homes tracers 
and campers individual or group sewage lines. Oil Central Park 
and a block Irom the most exclusive shops m the world Lo
cation of 1983 Citwris Band Jamboree Vending machines on 
site Senior Crtittn Discounted 15% January through March 

I R O Q U O I S M A N A G E M E N T 
We're the price gougers with the Indian-sounikog name 

SCHOOLS 

Prepare for an 
Assault on College! 

A disciplined, well-ordered, closer ropped 
lifestyle will leach your recalcitrant sons ami 
daughter-, what's what, and gel them Into col
lege whether they like it or not. We stress 
citizenship, leadership, horsemanship and 
loyallyship in our programs of academics, 
sports and remedial precision drill. Marching. 
tuba scholarships available. Grades T i - l i . 
No fat children, please. Write: 
Director of Admissions 
Knx 175 — 

Camp Fortress, 
S.C. 00KH4 

Siege 
Bunker 

Paramilit 
Academy 

Your child will grow academically, 
physically and emotionally in this Pacific 
environment for from the madding crowd 
and your day-to-day personal life. He'll 
join in exciting quests for Ihe vaporized 
atolls of the Marshall Islands and the 
nearby French test range and learn: 
Oceanography, Marine Biology, Atomic 
Fusion. Fully accredited. 

MISSING 
ATOLL 
ACADEMIES 
For brochure write: Headmaster 
MISSING ATOLL ACADEMY AT ENIWETOK 
Marshall Islands, Pacific Ocean or 
MISSING ATOLL ACADEMY AT TARAWA 
Gilbert Islands, Pocific Ocean 

WHAT IS WRONG WITH YOUR CHILD ANYWAY? 

ACADEMY OF 
ST. ALBATROSS 

DEDICATEDTOTHE BEFUDDLED CHILD 
Send us your bemused addled aivd bewildered young peo
ple Wc n guide them through Ihe corridors of childhood. No 
Slaus—Soil Wans—Overhead Doors—Frwt Splints. 
ADMITTANCE YEAR ROUND 

SL AlbSUOSS wit IBke ALMOST ANY600V 
Write: St. Albatross Iho Sincero 

Slate. Conn. 00876 

St. Florida 
Penal Academy 
• 5fknrMlis*Y) " prohtflm boy* 
r/Mlos S - •? • 9S*> accopunc* 
«t Si riorxM Perm Coaege • 
Viwtwig p* mlogc-s • Sun and 
unci» June* pc*co dub • 
HotngeiMon trl \ V iopa» • 
N*.v at port m g 
Write: St. Florida i J L I 
PunU Onroa. f-L OOS; ' ! 6 * ; 
IOS4 -ll»s T«im Bcom1* ' 
SwVmvbm t " 

Quiltip Institute 
No television, no 
funny papers, no 
popular novels Just 
classics That's « 
Just classics Not 
even typewriters 

Quittip Institute 
Pniiaaetpftia. Pennsytvsnla 

(no zip coder. ple«»cl 

The Kite Institute 
Dorkshire, England 

Complete academic programs for young 
people ages 11-18, wilh close attention 
paid to posture, table manners, grooming 
and proper personal carriage. Extracur
ricular pursuits include kite design, kite 
building, kite flying, kite retrieving, kite 
maintenance, kite marketing, kite whole
saling, kite retailing, kite investment, kite 
worship, kite internment and kite 
resurrection. 

T h e Write: Headmaster 
KilG Kite lr>stiiute 
Institute Dorkshire, England 

Please send mo more information. 

Name 

Add ress 
CityState/Zip 

You know you'r$ rich when 
you can afford... 

t he Zurich Gold 
Exchange Academy 
Oh sure, we teach ihe kids a 
little about the gold exchange. 
along with the Ihings they'll 
need to know to get into 
Harvard or Oxlord or 
whatever. But mostly they'll 
gel to meet each other so that 
when push comes to shove in 
later life, they'll know who 
their friends are. 

The world is slill yours. Give it to your son. 
Don't call us. we'll call you. 

San Placidil 
-Escuela de Relaxion 
Tampico. Mexico 

A Uld-hjck Khooi for troubled youths on their way to 
college Uh-oh. Here come ihe SAT»! Will your kid be 
readv' Well? Look at him. He's a nervous wreck. He 
doesn't even know what day it i». Send him down here 
Htirry up. We've onlv got four vears. 
C*Hi Padre Ernie Dreeie, telefono 11t•«.'•'•".» 
San Ptacidll Escuela de Relation, Tampico, Meiico 

ROME, ITALY 
ST. ANTONIO'S AMERICAN SCHOOL 
7887 Via Rossano Brazzi. Roma 00134, Italia 
You kidda come here, he learna, heeata real 
good. He see da Colosseum ana everting. 
Wc sertda him bark and he talka Italian or 
Frencha. or whatever you like-a. You just 
gotta tell ussa first, il.tt •• all. 

• Bull Run • 
Theme Academy 

Wlme your V>y or tNrnne-
rtisMriltir n~ i—nr—r 
rBprot/winaierUtCwr 
Vm wvoomtrt lnxr» 
Oui«m).SurKne«mj No 
C M < ROMfO Giaen 
»-l? racaltyaMitiieiM 
ncMnpn w*i Cioneaa 
Vtu rr*reAma»n» 
ODord. Eagiane 
Wrtc Bul Run Thtmo Actclwr, 

Oi* "ur. Vi/gnt 00508 

I 

i 
The Berkshire 
Ree Life • ^ 
Tutorial Hole) Ja 
Your ruuiinlal iitiponMl^li-
kes are reeeved by our stall 
of expert chdd raisers, your 
q\tt\ mttuanitd by our cub-
stanlial tuition tees Your 
cMd vnU lawn all ha or sho 
needs to get Mo ooaMe and 
out of your way tor al least 
.-< Ml.. . |0 ir y;'.l". 

Wnlo. tkitukju Free Ulc 
jatlealtild. Mass 08676 
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B Y L I N D S A Y M C K E A N 

L I V I N G 

Face it. You want reality, go ask your mother. 

•

HAD TO SNAP OUT OF IT. THE KIDS 
would be coming downstairs any 
minute, and they'd expcci to find 
heir breakfast on the table. I tried 
o smile as I filled the two glasses 
on the table wi th milk, but I had 

to bite my lip to stop the tears when 
seven-year-old Tommy scooted up to 
his chair at the kitchen table. I couldn't 
believe that this beautiful child was 
really my little boy. My mind gyrated 
with disbelief as his younger sister fol
lowed him to the table, still in her pa
jamas. I watched Tommy pour a bowl 
of cereal for little Cindy. My breathing 
became heavy. Were these adorable 
children really mine? My temples be
gan to pulsate. My face grew flushed. 
Cindy looked up from her breakfast. 

"Where's Daddy?" she asked. 
A horrible sinking feeling took hold 

6f me. I clung to the side of the kitchen 
counter wi th all my might to stop my
self from falling over. The kitchen be
gan swirling, and I had to shake my 

„ head to clear it. My heart pounded fu-

1 riously. 
"ll-h-h-he's not u-up yet," I mum-

•f bled. I could barely hear the words 
dribble from between my lips. So many 

2 questions started racing through my 
1 

panic-stricken mind. Was I actually 
married to the man who had fathered 
my two children? I felt numb all over. 

A hurried glance over my shoulder 
confirmed my worst fears. From the 
corner of my eye I could see his smil
ing face coming toward me. I began 
pushing furiously at the bacon with a 
fork, desperately trying to hide myself. 
But there was nowhere to turn, and I 
suddenly felt his fingers close on un
arm. 

"Let me go!" I screamed. 
Kent jumped back, his mouth agape. 
"What ' s the matter, honey?" he 

asked. 
A cold sweat raced down my fore

head. and my voice quivered wi th 
emotion. "Y-y-you st-startled m e . . . . " 
I stuttered. I fell tears well up in my 
eyes as he kissed me good morning 
with a peck on the cheek. A chilling 
terror gr ipped my nerves. I just 

First Strike regularly features the first 
in-print appearance of a budding hu
mor writer. It's very likely that this 
person's career will really take off 
from here. But then again . . . 
Lindsay McKean works for a leading 
New York advertising agency. 

couldn't believe that Kent Roberts, the 
best-looking man I'd ever laid eyes on. 
had married me—a typical plain lane. 

I lifted each piece of bacon from the 
frying pan. my hand trembling, and 
placed them on a paper lowel to soak 
up the excess fat. I just couldn't un
derstand what I had possibly done to 
deserve such a wonderfu family. I still 
c a n t . I couldn' t help wonder ing 
whether I would wake up one morning 
to discover that all my happiness was 
nothing more than 8 dream. 

" I have to run, honey. I'm late." Kent 
said, taking a quick gulp from his cof
fee mug. He kissed me again before 
leaving, but I just couldn't face him. I 
shuddered when I heard the front door 
close. My head was spinning. I was on 
the verge of tears. I lad I really been 
sleeping by my husband's side for eight 
years? My whole body was shaking. 
Was I the one cooking his breakfast 
every morning, washing his laundry. 
raising his children, and having his 
dinner on the table when he walked 
into the house after a hard day at the 
fast-food restaurant he managed? 
Suddenly, I heard a voice from across 
the room, and my heart almost jumped 
into my throat! 
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A LIVING DREAM 

"Mommy, can I have some more?" 
I caught my breath before glancing 

at the clock licking above the siove. It 
was a quarter of eight. 

"You two had better run upstairs and 
get dressed." 1 said. "The bus will be 
here any minute to take you to school. 
Hurry up!" 

I tried to calm myself by bringing 
the dishes from the table to the sink, 
when suddenly I heard a bell ring. A 
tremor shot through mc like an earth
quake. Then I realized it was only 
someone at the front door. I struggled 
to control my fury as I opened the door. 
Peggy, my next-door neighbor and best 
friend, stood before mc, holding an 
empty sugar bowl. She looked at my 
weary face. 

"I just came over to borrow some 
confeclioners' sugar." confided Peggy. 
"But you look pale as a ghost! What 
seems to be the trouble?" 

I couldn't hold it in any longer. I was 
bursting at the seams, and the words 
poured out in a torrent of heartbreak. 

"Everything's just too good to be 
true!" I sobbed. "What if this is all a 
dream? What if I'm really in a coma? 
What if I wake up to find that I'm 
nothing more than a vegetable in some 
hospital bed?" 

"But you are ," confided Peggy. 
"You've been hooked up to an IV unit 
and confined to a hospital bed with a 
twenty-four-hour nurse for the past 
eight years." 

"I am? I have?" 
"You sure are, honey, but that's no 

reason to turn your dream world into 
a nightmare." 

Suddenly there was a loud honk, and 
I almost hit the ceiling. 

"It's only the kids' school bus." as
sured Peggy. 

1 stood by the door, watching Tommy 
follow Cindy down the stairs. I kissed 
the kids goodbye and waved so long 
as the bus pulled out from the drive
way. 

I turned back to Peggy. "B-b-but I've 
always thought that a life unexamined 
is not worth living." I said. 

"Well, that may be true on those 
dishwashing-liquid commercials. 
honey, but as Oscar Wilde said. 'Life 
is too important to waste lime taking 
it seriously,' and take it from me. exis
tence always precedes essence in my 
book." 

"Gosh, I never thought of it that way 
before. I guess it's better to live out my 
dreams than to spend my time wor
rying about whether I may be woken 
up at any moment." 

"Now you're talking! Maybe you 

should try some de Beauvoir or Scho
penhauer!" 

"Gosh. I'd better not! Drinking 
probably got me into this mess in the 
first place!" 

"Listen, honey, would you mind if I 
showed you something?" 

"Do you think it will help?" 1 asked. 
inviting Peggy inside. I was ready for 
anything. 

"That all depends. Do you have any 
rope?" she asked, raising an eyebrow. 

"Why sure. I bet Kent has some out 
in his workshop. I'll be back in a jiffy!" 

Before Peggy could say lack Sprat t. 
I was handing her a coil of rope. She 
guided mc over to the kitchen table. 
where she told me to lie down on my 
back. Then she took the rope and 
slipped it around my wrists and an
kles, tying them firmly to the table legs. 
I couldn't begin to imagine what Peggy 
had in mind, and I admit I was getting 
a little suspicious, but anytime Peggy 
borrowed a cup of sugar, she made sure 
to replace it within a few days. I de
cided I was in good hands. 

Well. Peggy knew what she was 
doing, all right. She circled around the 
kitchen table, making sure that the 
ropes were tied securely. Then she put 
her hands on my shoulders, leaned 
over, and looked closely into my eyes. 
Her lips suddenly fastened on mine. 
and her tongue probed deeply. 1 felt 
her hand rubbing over my blouse. 
gently caressing my titty. I thought I 
was going to die. 

I started struggling to free myself. 
but Peggy had done a good job with 
the ropes. I just didn't know what to 
do. but it began to feel just heavenly. I 
hate to admit it. hut I found myself 
beginning to enjoy it. I slowly felt Peg
gy's hands tear my blouse open, pop
ping the buttons off one at a time, re
vealing my boobies. Peggy started 
tonguing mc. and then her lips were 
working their way down to my tummy. 
My dress and slip were soon bunched 
around my waist, and Peggy was rub
bing my . . . well, you know. My pant
ies were all wet. and soon Peggy's 
tongue was working its way up my 
thighs, driving her "ace toward my girl 
parts. I could feel Lor soft tongue nib
bling gently and. ooohh. my back 
arched, and I was moaning, and. oh 
gosh, it was wonderful, and I was 
quivering and panting and bucking like 
crazy. I suddenly felt a terrific explo
sion between my legs that was just 
marvelous, and Peggy stayed with me. 
tonguing mc as I fell into a lulling 
trance. 

My eyes were still closed, but I could 

feel Peggy saddling herself on top of 
mc, slowly propping herself up, walk
ing on her knees, sliding herself up to 
my shoulders. There was a sudden 
crash, and something heavy fell on top 
of my face. It felt as if someone had 
just covered my mouth with a damp 
mop. My eyes popped wide open, only 
to discover that Peggy wasn't wearing 
anything under her skirt. 

"Mmmgghphmph! Mmmgllpggllh!" 
I yelled, and Peggy immediately fell 
back off my mouth and back on top of 
mc, her legs flailing over my shoul
ders. 

"Get off of me!" I yelled, tossing my 
head back and forth against the pil
low. "Wait a minute! What's this pil
low doing here? What's going on?" My 
eyes darted quickly around the kitchen. 
only to find that I wasn't in the kitchen 
at all, that I was in a room that was 
very white and stark. "Where the heck 
am 1?" I screamed. 

"Nurse! What do you think you're 
doing?" came a voice from across the 
room. A doctor ran across the floor, a 
stethoscope dangling around his neck. 
his white lab coat flapping behind him. 
to find a plump middle-aged nurse 
lying spread-eagled on top of me with 
her legs wrapped around my head and 
wearing a huge wall painting around 
her neck. When he got halfway across 
the room, he froze in his tracks. 
pointed a finger of disbelief at me. and 
shouted. "It's a miracle! She's snapped 
out of it!" 

"D-doctor. it was an accident. I 
swear!" pleaded the nurse, trying to 
get up off mc. "I wasj-just standing on 
the b-bed. trying to straighten the 
painting on the wall, and I fell. I didn't 
mean any h-harm . . . " 

"No need for apologies. Nurse—not 
when you've just made a medical 
breakthrough!" 

"My darling!" came a voice from the 
door, and a handsome man came run
ning toward me. his arms out
stretched. followed by two of the cu
test little girls I'd ever seen and a 
gorgeous cocker spaniel. 

"Mommy! Mommy!" cheered the 
girls. "You woke up!" 

They all raced to hug mc, and 
Sparky—that's the cocker spaniel— 
leaped up on the bed and started lick
ing my face. I didn't know what to 
think, but the next thing I knew, we 
were on the way home in our station 
wagon. Roger's a terrific guy and a 
wonderful husband, Wendy and Suzie 
arc just adorable, and, well, we all love 
Sparky, but to tell you the truth. I still 
think something kooky's going on. • 
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( C O N T I N U E D I H O M P A C B 2 11 
Sirs: 

It's been scientifically proven thai 
pets arc bad for you. They encourage 
you to cat. You wake up at four in the 
morning, stagger toward the bath
room. and the dog follows you down 
the hall, trying to lead you into the 
kitchen: "Hey. let's get rid of that left
over tuna. C'mon. you know it'll gel 
all brown and dried up by morning." 

So pets really are bad for you. and 
that's why we should kill them. 

Society for the Abuse of 
Anthropomorphism 

Gruvytrain, Wis. 

Sirs: 
Do you know what Michael lackson 

and Richard Pryor have in common? 
They're both rich niggers. 

Hilly |oc While 
Catch a Rising Good OV Hoy 

San Antonio. Tex. 

Sirs: 
I made the mistake of throwing my 

underpants in the washing machine 
with my red bowling shirt, and when 
they came out they were pink! Pink! 
Christ, can you imagine what people 
would think if they saw me prancing 
around in pink underwear? Fortu
nately it was jockstrap night at the 
baths and I could check them at the 
door. 

joe Mahoney 
Ansonia Baths 

Sirs: 
One of my favorite things is popping 

the plastic that comes in boxes for ap
pliances. A number of my friends en
joy this wonderful pastime too, so 
we've formed a group. It's called the 
Plastic Poppers, of Pittsburgh. Once a 
week we get together to pop plastic. I 
think that if everybody in the world 
popped plastic, we would never have 
a nuclear war. 

Kathy Simmons 
Pittsburgh, Pa. 

Sirs: 
I work in a paper-clip factory, and I'd 

just like to warn you that I've been 
sabotaging shipments of paper clips. I 
just let a whole bunch go by thai 
weren't even bent — they were just 
straight pieces of wire. I'd like to sec 
some businessmen try 10 hold an im
portant report together with one of 
those! 

Art F.eksberg 
The Clip-Rite factory 

I C O N I I N U t I) O N P A G E 8 1 1 

cRoll your own, ̂ 's e-Z. 

Yes. I want to roll my own the o-z way with Joker and e-z wider Please send me the follow
ing item(s) I understand that you will refund my money if I am not completely satisfied 
I certify that I am at least 18 years of age /v 

TO»»l 
e- ? wrftei roi yoof -own oga/ene rolling kilt*) • S3 50 S 
3-|wicK»)«./ «ndei liltoi* « S3 00 * 
PC* a-MCklO booW«t»**ortm«rtl<»)*-j wider »ndJoke»e" $500 * 

TottfOiOO* %. 
S-onaiu'C 
Nam* 

C*y. Z.p. 

. M O M V O R M _ Check 

Mail to Tho House of Rata, P.O. Box 1046. W. Caldwell, N.J. 07007-0829. Offer 
limited to U.S. New Jersey residents please add sales tax. Please allow 6-8 weeks 
for delivery. <- i , .^.uuHaunx 
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B Y W A R R E N L E I G H T 

On Ninth Avenue, no one can hear you scream. 

I
T IS ONH THIN(i K) HI A S( Kl.l-.V 
writer in Hollywood and be called 
In to do a draft of 48 tin. or a 
rewrite on Tootsiu. The pay is good. 
the working conditions better than 
most writers will see in a lifetime. 

It is like being an internist who spe
cializes in diseases of the rich. 

It's quite another thing to be given 
forty-eight hours to write a third-gen
eration rip-off of Tootsie. Things are 
different in the low-budget filmmak
ing ghettos of New York, in neighbor
hoods like Hell's Kitchen, the Bowery. 
and the Hudson River piers. This is the 
land of the B's: home to the outcasts 
and the never-going-to-make-its. the 
flotsam and jetsam. 

This is a world of truly horrid hor
ror movies, tits-and-ass comedies, ac-

tion-advcnture-molcstation flicks—all 
shot for under a million dollars. It is a 
world built on foreign investment. 
borrowed money, and laundered cash. 

In this world, the race seldom goes 
to the quick: successful independents 
arc most often not trendsetters. In
stead. they wait, liming their entrance 
to around the time a fad is beginning 
to peter out. When the market is just 

But Seriously, Folks . . . is a regular 
feature presenting the experiences of 
people who work at the business of 
being funny. Every word is true. The 
names have been changed, for ob
vious reasons. Warren Leight is the 
author of the / Hate New York Guide
book, and more exploitation films than 
he cares to admit. 

about saturated, they pounce. They 
rush to be the first ones in on the last 
wave of horror films. Valley girl films. 
high school sex comedies. 

A writer enters this world because 
he needs experience, or he needs the 
little money it offers. After a while, the 
"community" gets to know you and 
the work comes to you. 

It starts with a phone call. They got 
your name from someone. Like an easy 
girl at a bar, like a cheap date in a small 
town, your number gets passed around. 
They speak in one of two voices. Either 
they feign total calm, which is a really 
bad sign, or they bark. 

MY LAST CALL WAS A BARKER. HE MUST 
have gargled with glass before he 
dialed. 
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FAREWELL, MY DIGNITY 

He got right to the point. "Look. 
we're working on a movie here and we 
need some writing. We were hoping 
you could maybe find the time to drop 
by . . . now." 

The guy was up front. I knew whom 
I was dealing with, and I knew I'd bet
ter get paid in cash. 

I scribbled the address down on a 
piece of paper. I ignored the compa
ny's name—the odds were fifty to one 
against its being on the door. It would 
never be listed in the lobby's office di
rectory. 

THE OFFICF. WAS AT THF. F.ND OF A FADF.D 

green hallway. The usual surround
ings: two rooms, one secretary, one 
telex, six company letterheads. 

A front. 
I liked that. I'd never worked for a 

film company that wasn't a front for 
something else, a cover. A small op
eration pretending it was big; a big op
eration pretending it was small. The 
guy beyond the secretary's office 
looked right. I'ifty-eight-ycar-old face 
that belonged to Jack Carter. Good 
suntan in the dead of winter. Mani
cured nails. Scvcn-hundred-dollar 
pinstriped suit, sixty-dollar pinstriped 
shirt, with white collar: collar open to 
reveal hairy neck and a discreet gold 
chain. 

The guy behind the desk started 
talking. 

"We're sitting on a gold mine here. 
You know what that is—a gold mine? 

It's a mine filled with gold." 
I nodded. I knew what that was, a 

gold mine. The producer threw a plas
tic fork full of tuna into his mouth. 
then he leaned back into his chair. I 
knew what was coming. 

"Kid, I like you. Don't ask me why. 
I like you. I'm gonna give you the 
chance of a lifctim.'. I'll give it to you 
in one word. One word. Sperm." 

"Sperm?" 
"Sperm. See. this girl is the daugh

ter of a cosmetic executive. Like the 
Revlons or something. Only the thing 
is, she has horrible skin. Her whole 
life. Horrible skin." 

"That's too bad." I was trying to 
show concern. 

"Yeah, well, anyway, suddenly her 
skin starts to clear up. Zits. the works. 
She's turning into a princess. No one 
knows why, at first, but she figures, it 
out." 

The producer paused here for ef
fect. I moved to the edge of my seat. 

"Sperm. She figures out thai sperm 
is what's clearing her skin up. Now the 
thing is. how does she figure that out? 
Is she going down on someone, or what 
have you? That to me is where the 
writing challenge is here. I low do you 
show the way the girl figures out that 
it's sperm that c lem up her skin?" 

There was another pause. I didn't 
want to give it away lor free. I le fig
ured that out and picked up again. 

"1 know what you're thinking, but 
it won't work. This is not that kind of 

movie. This is a general release, an R-
rated picture. This has to be handled 
tastefully, very tastefully. You have to 
find a tasteful way to show it. After 
that, it's just a series of hilarious epi
sodes. each one funnier than the next." 

"Uh-huh." 
"If you handle it right, it's gonna be 

big. We're sitting on another Tootsie. 
Bigger." 

The producer tossed a two-week-old 
copy of Variety at me. 

"Look at that: Tootsie. A hundred 
million dollars in sixty days. With 
what? A guy in drag? Where's the hu
mor? A guy dresses up as a girl? This 
. . . this is gold: a girl discovers semen 
clears up her skin. She has to tell her 
conservative parents about her discov
ery. Maybe they live in a mansion. I 
don't want to write it lor you. but I see 
a mansion. She tells them, and then 
they gotta market it before someone 
else does. It's gold." 

"Cold.'' 
"Like Tootsie. Maybe she has a boy

friend, like whaddya call it, that Annie 
Hall kind of thing. She's in a relation
ship. Or two guys at once. Like in a 
French movie. I'm not a writer per se. 
but I'm very creative and I can see that 
kind of thing. The thing is how to show 
her discovering this thing. After that 
. . . guys lining up to donate. Admen 
pitching it. It writes itself." 

The phone rang again. I looked over 
my notes: "Sperm . . . handled taste
fully." 

1 told him I would think it over. He 
said to me. "What's to think over?" 

THERE IS A MACHO ETIIIC AMONG THOSE 
who crew for the low-budget film
makers. It is a tough, union-less world. 
Producers exploit the pool of young 
kids eager to break in. When you meet 
another victim, you say stuff like "I've 
worked for the biggest cocksuckers in 
the business." Or "I've worked for 
every cocksuckcr in the business." Or, 
most popularly. "There isn't a cock-
sucker I can't work for." 

But to really prove you belong, to 
show you're a real masochist, you say. 
"I've worked for Trauma—twice." 

Trauma is a company that makes an 
R-rated. lits-and-ass comedy about 
every nine months. It produces for the 
summertime circuit, and it operates on 
budgets about a twentieth of a Holly
wood low-budget feature. It produces 
whether it has a script, a set, or act
ors. 

There is a philosophy, a trademark 
style in a Trauma comedy, they keep 
the screen busy. It is not enough to 

"Miss Reed, could you please bring me a paliv tree 
and some ragged clothes?" 
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have a pie thrown in somebody's face. 
Hie pic must be thrown in the face of 
a midget. The person throwing the pie 
must have big breasts. After she throws 
the pie. her blouse must pop half open. 
This display must cause a goofy man 
to drop a case of live chickens' that 
scatter everywhere. 

It is a kitchen-sink approach to com
edy that does not trouble itself with 
story line, character, or continuity. If 
something doesn't make sense, you re
work it in the editing room. You "fix 
it in the mix." 

WORKING FOR TRAUMA, I'VE WRITTEN 
three screenplays and several polishes. 
Including my participation in the prof
its. I may have grossed $2,500. In L.A. 
this would be known as tip money. 

It started four years ago. A writing 
partner of mine. Don. was working on 
the third draft of a film called i'ast food 
Girls! They'd given him a week to write 
it. When he brought it in, they told him 
that his script stank. That he would 
never work in this town again. That 
his next draft had better be funny. Don 
called me from the Trauma office. He 
told me he was offering mc the chance 
of a lifetime—a chance to work on a 

film that would definitely be made. 
Their office was on the third floor 

of an old brownstone in the neighbor
hood called Hell's Kitchen. No one 
heard the bell ring, so I shouted up. 
Someone on the second floor opened 
a window and threw a double "A" bat
tery at me. Finally someone buzzed me 
in. 

It was a walk-up. Once inside I saw 
Lenny, the head of Trauma and a thirty-
live-year-old Yale grad. He walked by 
mc on the way to his office. 1 told him 
that someone from the floor below had 
thrown a battery at me. I le says, "You 
want me to call the police? We'll tell 
them 'assault with battery.' " 

He walked into his office and shut 
the door. As it closed, I heard him say 
to his partner. "I 'm paying these 
schmucks to write and I come up with 
lines like that." 

I said hello to Don. He was a wreck. 
He hated the project. A secretary gave 
mc the script to read. They kept us 
waiting about forty-five minutes. Fi
nally we were ushered into the inner 
office. 

The walls were checkerboarded with 
movie posters of seemingly every B 
movie made in the last ten years. There 

were big-breasted women pointing 
Magnums, serving food, and playing 
softball in wet T-shirts. Titles ranged 
from Gi'iiin' Some to Tight End. 

Pleasantries over before they began. 
Lenny and his partner. Mitch, started 
to review the situation. They sat be
hind desks in chairs that faced each 
other. Don and I sat in hard straight-
backed chairs, monkeys in the middle. 
The last time I'd seen an office setup 
like that, it had been in a movie about 
the Gestapo. You had to whip your 
neck back and forth to follow the part
ners' harangues. 

Lenny went first. "We start shoot
ing in ten days. You've read the script?" 

"Yeah. Glanced at it. anyway." 
"It's a piece of shit, isn't it?" 
This part of the meeting had to be 

handled delicately. I had been called 
in to resuscitate a patient that we all 
knew to be in bad shape. The situation 
demanded a little bedside manner. 

"Gee. I think it's, you know, a funny 
idea, this waitress stuff. . . especially 
the part about the horse that gets loose 
in the dining room and causes chaos 
and a food fight and makes the wait
resses' blouses pop open . . . but you 
really don't have much beyond sight 
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gags here. 1 can't tell one character 
from another. You could give any line 
of dialogue to any actor in the script 
and it wouldn't change the movie." 

By now I realized I was burying my
self, but I couldn't stop. 

"Hell, you could rearrange the pages 
in random order and the script 
wouldn't really be harmed. But the 
gugs, I think the gags arc all . . . real 
gags, all right." 

No one said anything after I fin
ished. After a minute Lenny said, 
"Yeah, well, wc think it needs more 
gags." 

Ii was like saying the Three Stooges 
needed a little more physical shtick. 

Mitch broke in. "You could put in a 
little of thai character motivation shit 
if you want. With that waitress who 
wants to be an actress." 

"Which one?" 
"Anne, or Betty, even Sue. Doesn't 

mailer. Maybe she and her boyfriend 
could have. like, a relationship. You 
know, an Annie Hall kind of thing. 
She's—make her a WASP, make him a 
little ethnic, bang—they got a rela
tionship." 

Lenny picked up on this. "Relation
ships are very important to us. We be
lieve in relationships." 

Mitch nodded. "We believe in fam
ily. And love." 

I nodded. I'd always been impressed 
with their concern for family. 1 tried 
not to look at the posters on the wall. 

"Now, that restaurant thing." Lenny 
said. "Thai food fight could go much 
farther . . . like, ah, National Lam
poon's Animal House." 

The two launched into a wish list. 
When it was over, my notebook read 
like a grad-school course in the history 
of comedy. They wanted funny mob
sters. like in Some Like It Hot; a 
crowded-room scene, like the Marx 
Brothers; a wordplay scene, like Ab
bott and Costello; the victory of the 
underdog, like Judy Holliday; a detec
tive. like William Powell; another de
tective, like Toody in Car 54. They 
wanted excitement, like Raiders of the 
Lost Ark; action, like Rocky; a little 
Richard Pryor: a little Burt Reynolds 
swashbuckling stuff. They wanted all 
this and more. 

Lenny summed up. "But the impor
tant thing is mat the film must be ab
solutely original." 

Their wish list over. Lenny and Mitch 
got down to basics. The guidelines shot 
back and forth between the partners. 
I just kept taking notes: 

"lust a few things . . . don't write 
complicated. Don't give anyone a 
speech over three or four words—you 
wouldn't believe what we get for ac
tors." 

"Also, no jokes that require a good 
sense of comi: timing." 

"And remember, it's low-budgei. 
Make your humor come from brand-
name products thai we can promote." 

"We got the free use of a bus for the 
shoot, so make sure you write a bus 
into the movie. And the name of the 
bus line has to be clearly shown, and 
a character has to mention it." 

"Also, wc need a Dunkin' Donuts 
joke, a Schaefer beer joke, a Canon 
Copier joke, and a Jack LaLanne 
Health Spa joke." 

"And don't get puritan on us. We're 
famous for our tit shots. The secret is 
we don't let the crew giggle on the set; 
giggling makes the actresses ner
vous." 

"One last thing—don't make it too 
intellectual. Not like your last film." 

My last film had been Mother's Day. 
a honor movie the New York Times 
had called the work of "anti-talent." 

I looked over my notes. They resem
bled a shopping list more than dra
maturgy. 

Don. who was by now completely in 
shock, led the way out. We slouched 
our way uptown and locked ourselves 
in his apartment for four days. 

We began to exhibit signs of depres
sion. We talked about how comedy was 
supposed to come from character, or 
plot, or somewhere. Wc talked about 
how little money wc were making. We 
ordered in plates of Chinese food. We 
flirted with the idea of handing in a 
good script. They'd kill us. 

We added gags. Hundreds of gags. 
Every time a waitress came to a ta

ble. we threw in an old vaudeville joke: 
What's this fly doing in my soup? 
What's this splinter eloing in my cot
tage cheese? 

If a customer asked for French wine. 
we had the waitress respond by whin
ing in French. Quality stuff. 

We remembered thai the movie was 
supposed to titillate Dad at the same 
time it amused the kiddies. Wc threw 
a big-breasted woman ir at the bottom 
of every page. |ust had her walk across 
the set. We got a little punch-drunk. 

We turned the script in to Lenny's 
typist, an NYU film nujor. She spent 
all day and all night typing the 120-
page script. For free. 

The next morning. Lenny called us 
for a meeting. Before we went in. Don 
and I reminded each other we were 
going to be tough. Wc weren't going 
to take any abuse. 

There was no small talk this time. 
Lenny and Mitch were poised as we 
entered. As usual, they took turns: 

"You two hosed us. It's all over town. 
You hosed us." 

"You call this a script? It's bullshit. 
You hosed us. Everyone in town is 
( C O N T I N U E D O N P A G E I P I "Keep that up and you won't have any friends left!" 
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( C O N T I N U E D I R O M P A G 1 7 6 1 

laughing at us." 
"You make fun of us. you think we 

don't know. It's bullshit. You hosed us." 
Lenny picked up the script and ran

domly read a line out loud: " 'Miss, can 
you bring us a French wine?" That's 
comedy? Forgive mc. but "Miss, can 
you bring us a French wine?" That's 
funny?" 

Don was hyperventilating. I made a 
hal fhearted attempt to deal w i l h 
Lenny. "Lenny, that's the setup line. 
The next line is supposed to be the 
funny one. That line only sets the joke 
up." " 

Lenny magnanimously turned the 
page and read the punch line. "Okay, 
but what about this line?" 

Again I reminded him to read the-
punch line. He was unshamed. "Look. 
this is comedy, you can't have lines that 
aren't funny. Too many setups here." 

He read a lit lie more and said. 
"Look, page 87. you got the girl asking 
a question, then no one answers her. 
I hen she responds. What is that?" 

I told him the typist, perhaps in a 
rush to type the script, had inadver
tently left out a line. I told him ii could 
easily be remedied. He snapped, l ie 
cal led the typist up and started 
screaming before she answered the 
phone. 

"Lydia. I have my writers here. My 
writers have been working very hard 
to get this script ready and then you 
fuck it up. You fuck up their script. 
These are sensitive people. My writers 
arc sensitive! You can't fuck them like 
ihis. You said you could type—whai 
do I tell them? They're working so hard 
and wc can't even type their script? 
These are the talent. Lydia. Talent must 
be treated like royalty on a f i lm. Like 
royalty." 

He hung up and turned his attention 
back to us. 

" I don't care what you say. You're 
hosing me. You sons of bitches, you 
turned in a piece of shit. What's with 
all these bare-breasted women you 
added al the bottom of every page? 
When the actresses sec that, they're 
gonna think we're making porno." 

Someone walked into the office. An 
investor? A partner? Hte guy shrugged 
his shoulders and said, "So?" 

Lenny said. "It 's a hundred times 
better. Funny, funny stuff. I'm break
ing up as I'm reading it. Terrific." 

The guy was relieved but still hesi
tant. "I'd kind of like a little more pre-
production l ime." he said. "Maybe 
work wi lh the leads on the story." 

"What's the big deal? So you're 

gonna direct? We get a couple of peo
ple, tell ihem they're actors. You put 
them up from of J camera. You push 
them around. A bing, a bang, and a 
boom, a month later wc got a movie." 

" I jusl thought lhat—" 
"What are you—an artiste!?" This 

last was said wi th such contempt thai 
Lenny had to slug the bile back down 
his throat aflcr utiering "artiste." The 
dircctor-to-be reacted like a school-
child who'd jusi been called a "faggot" 
for the first time. 

" I 'm no fuckingartiste. Who was the 
one who talked to the actors on the 
last picture?" 

"Don't call me an arlisic." Lenny 
was livid. "You're the one who's wor
ried about characier motivation." 

" I just don't wtnt to come in every 
morning at six and work fifteen hours 
on a movie I don't believe in . " 

"So what's the trauma? You want to 
sleep late? /'// direct from six A.M to 
nine A .M. You come in at nine, icll the 
people where lo stand for the rest of 
the day." 

The director was no better at stand
ing up lo the Trauma onslaught than 
wc were. He folded like origami. 

"Well, if you're sure the script's 
good." he said. 

"It 's terrif ic." 
The d i rector faded out. Lenny 

turned to us. 
"You'd better gel ihis piece of shit 

into shape, or you'll never work in this 
town again." 

We brought in a rewrite about three 
days later. According lo our contract. 
we were now finished. Lenny bullied 
us into doing one more polish. Then 
another, and another. 

l i t i s was standard. You got half your 
money up front, half upon comple
tion. Unfortunately. I he employer de
fined "completion." This meant I'd 
often end up wr ting lines moments 
before actors were to speak them. I'd 
keep id l ing myself, jusi a few more 
days. |ust a few more days. 

jusl when it would seem over, a 
chicken factory would agree to let them 
shoot scenes on iis property. I'd hove 
to make the computer programmer a 
poultry delivcryinan. Or a Softball 
team would have to be turned into a 
football team. Or last-food waitresses 
would be changed lo French restau
rant waitresses, then stewardesses, 
then fast-food waitresses again. An ac
tor would walk. I'd have lo reassign his 
lines. Chase scenes written for night
time would have to be switched lo day-
l ime—I his woulc have a tendency to 
lessen the shock value of ear head

lights suddenly flashing on. 
Lenny called our fourth polish the 

final one. Shooting had begun, and the 
typist was now doubling as the caterer. 
the wardrobe assistant, and the prop 
assistani. She would not be able to stay 
up all night typing rewrites because 
she had to stay up ail night burning 
coffee and striking sels. 

Lenny accepted our f ina l dra f t . 
skimmed it in seconds, and said. "Nei
ther of you wi l l ever work in this lown 
again." 

To Lenny this was the equivalent of 
a farewell embrace. 

I\SI GOOD GIRLS! CAMF. OUT SIIVERAL 
months later, riding in on the last wave 
of Animal //oi/.sr-inspired food fight 
films, l b everyone's shock, the fi lm re
ceived a few good reviews. An un
usual occurrence on Ninth Avenue. 
Unfortunately, in a moment of integ
rity. I had taken my name off the hast 
load (Urls! credits after having viewed 
it in rough cut. 

Trauma also devised a nice exploi
tative advertising campaign. By the 
time the fi lm opened, movies about 
older women schooling young boys in 
the ways of love had become big. 
Therefore, all ad copv was amended lo 
read "FAST FOOD G I R L S ! . . .You're 
never too young to learn." The line had 
nothing to do with anything in the fi lm. 
but apparently it didn't hurt box of
fice. Trauma reported to Variety that 
the movie was a smash. They claimed 
that lhe picture, which had cost less 
than a half mill ion to make, grossed 
over fifteen mill ion dollars. 

About a year later, they sent mc a 
profit check for three hundred dollars. 
The word was thai ihey had senl sim
ilarly small checks 10 members of I heir 
own family who had worked on ihc 
f i lm. F.xccpt for Lenny's sister—she 
had been fired during I he shool. 

ALL OP MY PRAUMA EXPERIENCE KAN 
through my mind as I paced Times 
Square, wrestling with the sperm of
fer. The money was finally getting 
good, but I had the feeling there would 
be a few catches. 

I called the sperm guy back. 
"Yeah . . . look, I've thought it over. 

I know it's the chance of a lifetime . . . 
but I've decided . . . I've decided I'll 
never work in this town again." 

I hung up. All around me were movie 
marquees for stroke films, kung fu 
flicks, splatter movies, cheap jiggle 
comedies. 

I breathed the dirty, diesel-fillcd air. 
I felt clean. I felt free. • 
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FUNNY PAGES 
AUIRE 
ELECTED 

<% MC MINISTW OF PQ0PA6AMA, 
MOSCOW - -

* * * * * * * 

'/wmjavmw^ 
\ * «• * 

U N A U T H g > B I ^ 6 p v e g g l O N 1 

JO- i NOW MOID id T THUwiaffeouG 
•MV HAND THe NAMC of \<j2eAfcsr P^O/W-
m TYPICAL AHtWjcoNDb COOP/IT 

tf 

vuuc Sfiveetiv 
w e A k £ N ^ ^ « 7 

"6VMI-MAPP/C0W-
BCV WLICV" " 

Y£S ,Mr RCPORe THG 0-5 
$ieCT/ONS HC W l t l Be 

F0RC6P TO APP6AP 
tJOPT OM Ml J'MACHO' 

COLO WAJ2 5TANC£ 

AND Att out ro 
\He"W£>C4<?Per 
W€ATM&tr- *«6iv£, 

TO ONG * r / P / 
pypitmeAD," < 

iTVPiCAl A«l£(2ifAW Z 7 ' 
W O R K E B 

f \ f4wy FAC'/76ie6BA* . 
L^TW/w A^ov, TIPPY.' 

2IP.V0VB6EN ! 5 ^ 
cue WW ON lue/vi 
owtfiU aeJecrf 

CTllPpy ARfciVC) <W £f i» SQUAW AMID 
£-3 HWt o vw Of MEDIA covepaee - • 

f-AeANWWllC, BACK / l lSJ€N, PAL, WOULD I ^ 0 § S 
V»"1N MOSCOW. ON / geTKAy A CQMfiADt?mte 1. --q 
A D4/2«(rueer/ rntAwBeeevAmeyi^ 

eipcg NAnePS A(?e i n / p i - &>r 3S~ 
M/wr commons / ROBtes- wftt-

N . ^SP\ _r--a/ OK- I f WU TKPOW M 
d iZ^ngE S J i ^Ar MoavenAK 

FlUMflZg WEST 
P05T6P--

r I AM WOT NOW, NOfc 
HAV£ i evee 6eeN, A 

MEMBCR OF WE SWINGING 
$lH6l€f Cettf o f fcwTWweSiie* 

W A 0 K , P/A/ftf, ofe 
DOM TOWN MURMANSK'! 

r\nNPRePAcec> FOP THIS *fYPtCAL AMERICA* 
\yW0KKe2, "TH€ SOVIET BuRCAUCRATS TRY 

TO M t t Tue gesT OF A PAD s*nvAT70M--

- • COMPAQ 
v(20MjKiyH0w; 
covowfee*-AewTl 
LIFE /»8ovt i w 
dOT/Cr CIRCLE'! 

^evetirt ON HIS JMU6- / o w o 60 pucw 
LED /?C4 ccwJOtf. /wmi mpRoPCK 

MAttA&NO/Tff 

V€H...THERE'S NO 
TCttlNG H0UM6HUP 
A 6uy lift" THATCCX1D. 

T«2Av6t..ne jwrweew 
A t i m e 6200M1N6. 

pAexT MGNIH: cMV/dtf ft 7flc"0 FAVCF. 
VjO IN THE CORRIDORS' OF POWgB .7 
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(Po t i t e a e A A m o n 

SOMETIMES WHEN 
YOU MEET SOMEONE 
B Y ACCIDENT... 

K.ANb 
Voub LIKE ' 
TO J&IW 

|M£? PtCAjgi 
DO. 

...YOM KNOW RIGHT AWAY THEY 
AREN'T YOUR KIND OF PEOPLE. 

THEY SHOW UP WHEREVER 
Y O U GO. T A L K I N G WITH 
THEM IS ALWAYS ONE-SIDED. 

T H E Y ' R E N E V E R I N T E R E S T E D I N 
YOU - ONLY IN "THEMSELVES. 

OMETiMES YOU JU$T HAVE 
'TO TELL THEtA THE TRUTH 
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FUNNY PAGES 

THE DOORBELLV/OKE m. FROM 

TH[ SLEEP OF THgpgAB... 

#te, ^4 
WHO COULD IT 0E,AT THIS HO O R - / W O /p/ 

MYCPNQfTlOfS? I H A P ORAS6EP 5 0 A l £ 

P O p H S H i ^ O 6ROO?ie HcM£p,rTBRToo 

M/»NY" S-/VMBUCAS flTELAWfiSTHe 

W(6MT0£Fc>R f . H £ - 0 f t I T - ^ A S S T I L L 

a e - M A T o S f / r v / AOY S E P . . . . 

A / £ U , W H A T C O O L P T P 0 ? 

C-GJME IN... J", 
ffftO^V ITS So 
rttssr-oH.T 
MUST LOCK 
ftWFOt 

f "HU^K. NODWMfr O? If. LOO*. 
:VK B R O I J M I T vo. i A 
LITTLG HOSTESS 6lFT~-

SOMC SHERRY ' SHALL W£ 
OPEM IT C i t ' s ALMOST N0OA/. 

AT FIRST, Of COURSE, IT WAS 
/i u m e AWKWARD... 

MA&INB M V S U R P R I S E . 

TA/Y)/ ] ITI IMP" J/HEUAPCAR.avn Q V M V 
unL^Ut wive //visiTiMi /K>uNR5."ioMMYTUA/e 

win Jviv ••J\stiyS vto-RE uwsrPRECIOUS. 

...BUT THfN 1 0/SCOWRED THAT JACKIE /WD I 
HAP A GREAT pefll |iv/ COMM0IV 

M £ l V / u * A R , I c » w u t t r«o a I W t g S W ^ V ^ ^ A W Y 
A C R t c K - T H t Y R t m / M A L S - T / M M Y / J J -
WHAT ARE V O t / p c W 6 H€Re,-? / . 

THERE WAS A WGNANrSIUNCT 
UNTIL TiAAMY ttM>tr MIS IX l T. 

WfU, I G»«S I'll dl UAVW6 NO*/.... 

IT TURNS OUT SflCKl£ HAD PEfcN/ ARoU/s/p T f l E &LOCK. A COUPLE Of T I M E S H E R S E L F 

SWt. PfSMCp 0 O T & X i f &APLV A j E L P t P APV/flE TO T H I S fi(RL R E P O R T E R . LOOKS' U K E 

LV£ MAPC FPltNjPS WITH A PRETTY" NI FT Y 8 A f l £ , 

PARUM6, OlPWrYtfU KWOIV EVGRY* WOMAN/ 
Ar POU8L£PAY MAS B££N THR4U6H H I M ? 
HE5 A S L P T - H i S PHoWENWMBSR IS OM TW£ 
p0h/Pf.R ROOM WALL A T T H C V I W Y & A K P6«T? 

O H J A C K l C — V 6 L » M«JfrT-
KWOh/ WHAT ITS LIKE TO 0 £ . r . 
SIM6LB |W NtWYORK. ' figC J 

TPt 

Now, P0WT CRY-HAVE SOME MORE SHERRT". YOO W M , f W 
RCOJ W*RKlivK W'TH MICHAEL HGKfON ON His BOOK MQ — 

SUCH A LOVELY POV, BUT HB tfEEPS... WEil. SOMEONE... 
STRONG - & M C 0 N E LIKE VbU,PEA«. .AND 1 HA\/£ A P iA|» . . 

NEXT MONTH-1 MADE A MAN OUT Of M (CHAE L JV\Q<sr>N/ ? 
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H£ HAS RECEIVED YET 

ANOTHER PACKAGE 

THE S T O P Y ; 

i5"K't>MAPf&F°ft $5000 
RAWM.RAYftEfUSfcSTo 

PACKAG ES COHTAWIN6 
PIECES OP M'S AHAToMY. 

itivEiN-roeH&a* 
4P4RTA\EHT/WO r HEARD 
YoVRour$VR$T APoUT A 
fool v/(TH A f&JTf ATlTWteD 

AHD r«/ fff Pffiffeo ToirdE 

f/T's jog's f b o T ! 
AHD THCftE'* A 
NOtC T/EO To »T, 

A FoQTAiOTS! 

THAT'S THE VfcffST PW I'VE eVClf 
HEAffO1. You <rANK0T€tfPea" To 
/ \A*£ /W CUTRA^EoUS FWIIKE 
THAT V//TH jMPfNITY: 

*ri3lflS?» T»<3g^P«' 

^^tt^, «<^y»ll^^ « M 
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MO-ST DRIvJEf*5 LIKE TO 
LET « \E R I D E FO&Ff?ee. 

THERE'S A R ^ B 1 " 
FOR A £?/?/«/&/? IN 
wvv wejcr /wove. 

OH,/VWGOP^ 

HEX! AA0NTH! QCJA VU 
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THE CRITICS ARE RAVING! 
"It'll turn your 

stomach!" 
—Journal of American Internists 

"Shocking!" 
—Stephen King 

"I can't believe anyone 
would be low enough to 

publish anything like 
that!" 

—Larry Flynt 

"Sets cartoons back a 
thousand years." 

—King log of Albania 

"Aww—ugh—uh!" 
—Alistair Cooke 

"I kinda liked it." 
—John Hinckley, Jr. 

"This is the last straw. 
Now they've gone too 

far." 
—At Fatah Gazette 

N A T I O N A L ! 
H H B L ^m*. — • _ . M M U M I M W ^ ^ ^ . . ^ ^ M M . —H IAMPMN 
*' CARTOONS 

M 
Listen, when people like that 

get that excited over a new book, can 
they all be wrong? 

ore than one hundred of the 
funniest, most tasteless car
toons ever created. The prod
ucts of the warped minds of 

some of America's most overpaid car
toonists, cartoons that—as the title 
says—not even the National Lampoon p •• — - » • • • • ~ 
would publish in its magazine. I p!ease ̂ ^ me 

Here they are in their own special 
edition. Available at newsstands or 
bookstores of taste or by sending in 
the coupon below with your check or 
money order. 

WARNING: This is not for children, 
hemophiliacs, or the fainthearted. 

N A T I O N A L 

IAMPMN 

NEW, EXPANDED EDITION OF THE 
BESTSELLING TRADE PAPERBACK AT LESS 

THAN HALFTHE ORIGINAL PRICE! 
NATIONAL LAMPOON Cartoon Books at $2.95. plus $1.50 (or 

postage and handling 

Name 

| Address 

• City 
I State Zip 

enclose $ _ 10: 
NATIONAL LAMPOON. Dept. 684 
635 Madison Avenue. New York. N.Y. 10022 
New York residents, please add 8'/. percent sales tax. 
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LETTERS 

l l ' O N T I N U H ) H K O M P A C E 7 I t 

Sirs: 
Douglas Fairbanks, jr.. Sophie Tuck

er. Sam laffe? Are these stars living or 
dead? Not so easy to remember, is it? 

But now you can find out lor sure 
with my new book. Who's Dead and 
Who's Hot. And it's available Tor only 
$24.95 from Box 999. Hollywood. 
California. Mow 'bout Vivian Vance? 

Bob Morris 
Hollywood. Calif. 

Sirs: 
hey you. longhairl 
about sixteen years agoi sent B letter 

to national lampoonl what the hell hap
pened/ by the way what the hell docs 
the shift key do/ 

bob "cess" poole 
bearmeat. inonl. 

Sirs: 
I heard Burt Reynolds was opening 

a dinner theater down in Florida, and 
I'd like to volunteer to help write the 
menu. Here are some suggestions: 
"Sinokey and the Siring Beans. lite 
Cannon ball Soup," "Best Meat Pies," 
"Strokcr Salad." "The Longest Pork 
Chop." "Smoky and the String Beans. 
Part Two." "Sharkey's Shrimp Salad." 

The Pea Who l.oved Carrots." and 
"The End of the Meal. Dessert." If you 
think I have a hard time in the real 
world, you are quite right. 

Buffer Scott 
Silver Salmon. Miss. 

Sirs: 
An ink spill! Blackout! And the 

"Letters" page suddenly becomes the 
"Looters" page with dozens of "Sirs" 
running up and down the columns 
breaking into liquor ads and robbing 
jokes from each other. Shoot on sight! 
Kill the filler! Take no smiles alive! 

Here They Come! 
Panic billion in the streets 

Sirs: 
What's so great about those new 

chewin' tobaccos is that they come in 
things that look like tea bags so you 
can slip them in some ol' coot's teacup 
and make 'baccy tea an' they won't 
know you done it till they take their 
first sip and practically keel over an' 
what's so great about me is I never use 
any punctuation at all whhhheeee 

Gnarly Bumpo 
Carlsbad Caverns 

Sirs: 
You think things don't change? I 

took a trip back to the old neighbor

hood to take a look around and I didn't 
even recognize the place. The subways 
had been replaced by vacuum tubes. 
the buildings looked like bubbles, and 
people's heads shook like bowls ol jelly 
when they thought. 

Joe 
You can't go home again, you know? 

Sirs: 
Do you remember that girl with the 

really sweet voice who was always 
singing about me on the radio? Well. 
I boned her at the drive-in. and now 
she has to drop out of school. Serves 
the bitch right for following me around 
all tcary-eyed. 

Johnny Angel 
Burger Heaven 

Sirs: 
lust thought I'd let you know that at 

night while you're at home asleep. I'm 
jusl beginning my day at your office. 
First. I hil the urinals for a drink, and 
then I crawl ail over your coffee cup. 
When I get tired of doing that. I go 
puke in your spoon. 

A. Roach 
Lowest Eusl Side 

P.S. Thanks for the hall a Granola bar. 

Sirs: 
You know the great thing about ca

ble TV? Getting lo watch Lovesick 
about three dozen times. I mean, that's 
one great movie. 

Sick or On Drugs 
San Pedro. Calif. 

The truth 
about condoms 

and herpes. 
It's been estimated that up to 20 million people in the U.S. 
have genital herpes. The figure is growing in epidemic 
proportions. 

At the moment. Herpes Simplex II is incurable. However. 
there is a product which will significantly reduce your 
chances of contracting and transmitting this disease. 

A Trojan* brand condom. 
Many public health authorities and private physicians now 

feel that the condom, when properly used, effectively 
aids in preventing the transmission of herpes of the penis. 
cervix and vagina. 

Use Trojan condoms. No other condom has been proven 
more effective. You'll find them in the Trojan display at 
your local pharmacy. 

I X J YOUNGS DRUG PRODUCTS CORPORATION 
vol , , P.O. Box 385. Piscataway. N.J. 08854 c YD PC. 1984 

W Wtwta no contuoipt iv* provide* 100% prelection Troian brand condom*. whefl 
proowly o l *d . «H«cliv«ly «>d *> tno pr«v*nt.o<i o l pr0<>n»ney »nd venereal d i te iso 
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CONTEST #33 
I low would you spend a day with 

Chcrnenko? 

Whul would you put in your picnic 

basket? 

Picnic with the Party Chief 

K
Kl Ml IN HOSS KONSTANTlN U. 
Chcrnenko. A man of iron wil l 
and ruthless determination. A 
man who would stop at noth
ing io achieve his country's 

goal of universal hegemony. ArguahK 
the single most powerful human being 
on the face of the earth. "Yikes!." 
you're probably thinking, "this guy 
scares the pants off me." 

And yet there's another side to the 

OUTERWEAR RIOT! 
NMItlft' U j n lovm' hk* 
wnetrwi (torn th* oven.» 
won b« iut« 10 heat up thit 
n«« Ntliontl Ltnipoo" 
Black So. bMjba 
balwt u n 4 m | I 
trainer oMfiiicon'-
Bf ' /enasi i* . . W 
•nj . »n»P». I t t w i -tnti 
w.t protoWfCSUieJiirind-
fan o< antiies h f f t lo to* 
undreamed ol. * l ir.v.t I t 
common noits^tilanli 

aging but still vigorous Soviet leader. 
Deep down, here's a man who loves to 
have fun. A man who's always up for 
a little volleyball action. A man who 
likes nothing better than to spend a 
couple of hours just si l l ing in the sun. 
telling funny stories aboui the Hrezh-
ncv years and downing a few brews-
kis. A man who considers barbecuing 
a fine art. And you should sec him 
water-ski! 

No wonder his countrymen call him 
"Comrade Summer." 

We thought it might be good for 
strained U.S.-Soviet relations if we in
vited Mr. Chcrnenko out for a picnic 
or something. Obviously, we want to 
come up with something that'll be tons 
of fun for everyone involved, and es
pecially for our pal the party chief. An 
activity or activities so wild lhai he 
just can't say no. no-matter how busy 
he is plotting the downfall of the West. 

Any thoughts on ihe matter? 

Send to: CCCPienie 
National Lampoon 
635 Madison Avenue 
New York. N.Y. 10022 
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COLA JOINS 
THE CLUB BAR 

Bourbon &Cola, Brandy & Cola, Rum & Cola. 
3 exciting new flavors to quench your cola thirst. 
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Warning-. The Suqeon General Has Determined 
That Cigarette Smoking Is Dangerous to Your Health. 
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